Dead men used to tell no tales, but now they're blabbermouths
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News from Paris is that Napoleon remains dead. 

Remains dead ... by poisoning, that is! Sorry for the exclamation, it's just that when news as big as Napoleon's poisoning is broken, history is rewritten, and rules of conduct are temporarily suspended. Besides, how often does one get to shout a line like that, as if in a bad film mystery?
	


Napoleonic experts, physicians and toxicologists gathered in Paris a couple of weeks ago at a conference, sponsored by the International Napoleon Society, to continue an ongoing discussion concerning the French emperor's death. Did he die of stomach cancer, as has been believed since 1821, or was he poisoned by arsenic, the work of an enemy? By the way, you can join the International Napoleon Society by signing up on their Web site. There is a short waiting list.

Truth is, the theory that Napoleon died by poisoning has been a notion long tossed around by conspiracy advocates, reaching new mania in 1995, when the FBI and Scotland Yard combined scientific forces to announce that strands of Napoleon's hair were tinged with poison. Supporters of the theory say Napoleon was fat when he died, so stomach cancer was unlikely. Skeptics offered that his hair was stored in a preservative, possibly arsenic. They also say his seafood diet on the remote volcanic island of St. Helena could have contributed to high levels of arsenic in his blood.

Experts agree that the only way to know for sure is to exhume Napoleon's body from its tomb in Paris, and conduct a complete exam. If this happens ---- and other famous and not-so-famous bodies have been exhumed in recent years for similar purposes ---- it points out again how scientific advancement brings on peculiar possibilities.

To get to the shaky bottom line: Just what are they going to find out about each of us after we're gone? By the time the new century is in full swing, with sheep, then cows, then Martha Stewart cloned, what else is on the horizon? If it will be that easy to know more about us, what's to stop the experts from carrying on thorough examinations of our pasts? How wondrous will a new world be when they dig us up, run some tests, and figure out we cheated on our taxes 30 years earlier, then fine our heirs, plus interest? What's to stop them declaring I had unreported income, because my toxins reveal that I buried proof of that unreported income in my backyard, six paces from the oak tree, and to the left a little, beneath the lawn jockey that looks a little like Ed McMahon, often scaring me around dusk? This is only a hypothetical.

By the way, "they" know who "they" are. It's a very exclusive club, and I tried to get in it once, figuring it was better to be one of "them" than one of "me," but "they" said "they" would never belong to a club that had "me" as a member, and when I said that line was stolen, "they" got all whiny and insulted, and asked "me" to leave, and I haven't been invited back since. So you can see why I'm worried.

So what else? Will they be able to tell if I dutifully completed my census form? Gave to charity? Once hit a rat on the head with a shovel? Looked at Marcia Brady with more than casual interest? Science is moving in miraculous ways, but once we're gone, don't you think they should leave us there, secrets intact? Napoleon, maybe not, because he might have liked if people knew the truth, whatever that is. But the rest of us? It's enough to give you a complex.
