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IT WAS TIME FOR THE Mercers’ Sunday dinner with Uncle Harry.

“He does this on purpose,” Lisa muttered to her husband Rick.

“He doesn't know what he's doing. Uncle Harry isn't as sharp as he used to be,” Rick said.

Lisa's eyes brightened. “Does that mean we can get him declared mentally incompetent?”

“Not when he has that shark Craig looking after his affairs. Giving him power of attorney was the last thing he did when he had all his marbles.”

“Or so he wants us to think.”

“He's getting up there. He can’t last much longer and it'll all be worth it,” Rick said.

They heard a car come into the driveway and looked out of their front window, “His cab's just pulled in. Keep your thoughts to yourself. You don't want him to hear you.”

They headed into the driveway to greet the elderly man.

When he opened the cab door, Rick found Uncle Harry transfixed over his smartphone. The old man was oblivious to the running meter. “Uncle Harry?”

Uncle Harry’s fingers moved rapidly until a chime went off. He looked up and smiled. “I got up to level 10.”

“I thought you didn't like video games?” Rick said. “That's what you told me when you wouldn't give me the combat game I wanted for my 15th birthday."

“I don't approve of combat games. This is a mind game to keep my marbles sharp,” Uncle Harry said.

Lisa's back stiffened at this, and she mouthed, “I knew it.”

Rick glanced at her and blocked Uncle Harry's view of her. Her scowl turned into a broad smile as Uncle Harry stepped out of the cab, “Uncle Harry! Here, let me help you out.”

The Mercers ran up to either side of the old man. Lisa supported him. Rick got out the walker from the back of the cab and placed it where Uncle Harry could reach it.

Uncle Harry headed towards the wheelchair ramp they had installed on their home. He'd made them do it when he'd given them money to renovate their home. Lisa had tried to argue it'd throw off the aesthetics of their house. Uncle Harry said he wouldn't be able to see the results of his gift without it. "And in that case, there's no reason to give you two a gift..." So, in it went.

***
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THE MERCERS’ ATTENTIVENESS to their Uncle Harry would have been touching. However, they ruined they effect by using the dinners to discuss their finances with him. Yet Harry couldn't bring himself to turn down their invites. Life was slow at the assisted living village he lived in. Making his nephew squirm was better than anything TV offered.

“Did you know there are no estate taxes in Canada?” they asked him over dessert.

Uncle Harry grunted, “It won't be my problem when I'm gone.”

Lisa tittered as if his response was witty.

Uncle Harry smiled, wondering if he'd shut Rick up.

It didn't matter to him either way. He'd be glad to keep the money for himself. Or he would just extract as much entertainment value as he could from them. Even if he paid them for their performance.

Rick carried on, doggedly. "Yes, but there are still ways to minimize the amount of taxes your estate will pay and maximize the transfers you want to make since your assets will be deemed to be sold at market value upon your death.”.

“Well I want to make sure those beavers get as much of my money as possible.” Uncle Harry said solemnly spearing a piece of asparagus.

“BEAVERS.”

Uncle Harry smirked at Lisa’s horrified tone.

“Yes, climate change is effecting their habitat. The Canadian Wildlife Fund wants to preserve them. What would Canada be like without its beavers?”

Rick's mouth dropped open as Uncle Harry’s words sank in.

“Then there's the salmon that are under threat in B.C. Those poor polar bears in Nunavut. Of course, there's the moose in the Laurentian Shield. Can’t forget the moose.” Uncle Harry wiped his mouth with a napkin before continuing. “There are so many worthy causes and endangered animals in our country. It's hard to decide, which non-profits I should donate to."

Lisa glanced at her husband.

Have I shut them up now? Uncle Harry wondered. He picked up his fork again and pulled the plate with his piece of pie closer to him.

There was a long pause. Just when Uncle Harry thought he'd get to eat his slice of pie in peace Rick spoke up. “Maybe a charitable donation isn't the best means to transfer your assets to them? A trust fund with investments that generate continuous new income may be better? This would ensure endangered Canadian wildlife get the funds their preservation efforts need.”

Uncle Harry nodded. “That would be the perfect place to park my potato portfolio.”

“POTATO,” Lisa looked like she would like to reach across the table and throttle Uncle Harry.

Hastily Rick said, " Maybe it'd be best to diversify your holdings to lessen the risk to your account?”

Uncle Harry rubbed his chin, “I heard maple syrup was 10 times the value of crude.”

“MAPLE SYRUP.” Lisa was not holding it together well.

“You mean you can actually buy stock in the maple syrup industry?” Rick asked.

“I'll have my fund manager check,” Uncle Harry said.

Neither Rick nor Lisa said anything more after that. Watching their dismay at his investment plans was much better than the pie. He found it much more satisfying.

***

[image: ]


ALL THE DINNER TABLE talk of investments got Uncle Harry thinking. He wanted to craft his final words to Rick and Lisa with care. The next day he called Craig to create his final will and testament. Actually, his final will and testament was really a continuous work in progress for him. It kept his creative juices flowing.

“Again?” Craig sighed, “What did they do to you this time?"

“They gave me an idea for the final disposition of my assets,” Uncle Harry said.

“Wouldn't it be best just to cut them out of your will?” Craig asked.

“I would. Though I figure I should compensate them for all the laughs their antics over my estate have given me.” Harry laughed and shook his head.

“Get a cat. It'd be cheaper. Better yet, watch cat videos on YouTube, and let someone else change the litter.," Craig said.

“Some folks give inheritances to their cats to make sure they're taken care of when they're gone.”

“So, you think of your relatives as your pets?”

“Yeah. I couldn't stand them if I saw them as human beings,”

Craig laughed, “Honestly, Harry. Well that might be one way to look at my ex.”

Craig drew up the new will. Harry created his latest statement regarding distribution of his assets.
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