I HAVE AN I.Q. OF 162 By Grant Jones

I have an IQ of 162. That’s impressive, don’t you think? Statistically, I am 60 points better than the average reader, although, considering this newspaper, it’s probably more like 80. So, how does that make you feel? Perhaps a little—let me think of a word you might understand, ah—stupid? Good, now you know how I have felt for all these years.

Until last week, when I received a letter from Mensa (the highly exclusive club for the überintelligent), I had been living under the impression that I had an IQ of 73. When I was told this in ninth grade, my score was explained as “slightly lower than a chimpanzee,” which you can imagine was a devastating blow to a child whose uncle just happened to own a chimpanzee. (Even now Mr. Twinkles sits at my place at the adult table during Thanksgiving). For the rest of my life I accepted these numerical numbers as though they were physical roadblocks sitting between me and opportunity.

I knew deep inside that I was smarter than the test had said. Something must have been wrong. Had I used a No. 2 pencil? What is the difference between No. 1 and No.2? Maybe I had skipped a bubble causing all following bubbles to score incorrectly. My parents didn’t believe me. They had been suspect of my intelligence all along and when I pressed it further they showed me this letter from my second grade teacher:

“Dear Mr. and Mrs. Jones, We are sorry to inform you that your son Grant has exhibited sub-standard problem solving skills. In mathematics, he is several years behind the other students and he is reading on the level of a neonate. He also cannot keep his hands off the female students, and tends to drool on himself more. We also suspect he is the one eating all the glue sticks.”

One thing is for sure, you can’t tell a kid he’s dumber than a chimp and expect him to do well in school. I carried a 1.2 GPA all through high school, only to look back at that during college as my academic highlight. The only class I passed in college was the free guitar lessons sponsored by the music department. I began to doubt that I would ever prove my intelligence. Then one day in psychology class, I learned that some guy named Howard Gardner had discovered people have seven distinct types of intelligences, including spatial, musical, logical, kinesthetic, interpersonal, intrapersonal, and linguistic. Surely, I thought, I must posses at least one of those. I convinced my psychology professor into letting me take the test. I love to talk, often to others, and I was sure the test would reveal that I had ‘linguistic’ intelligence. I was saddened to learn that, according to the test results, I had ‘minimal’ intelligence.
You can imagine my glee last week when, after years of frustration, I saw a Mensa flyer in the library offering free testing for prospective members. I called them up and the next morning I arrived at their office, No. 2 pencils in hand. It was a timed test and I was only able to finish the first of three pages but I knew what I had finished, I had nailed. It was a restless week waiting for my results. Mensa requires an IQ of 132 to even be considered for membership so needless to say those are some sharp cookies! I couldn’t just walk in there and expect to fit in, so I stayed up late at night coming up with intelligent conversation.
· “Certainly, Doctor Einstein, E most definitely does equal MC².”

· “Well, people know that 75% of the earth’s surface is composed of water. And we can all agree that humans are composed of roughly the same percentage of water. My question is, when a man goes swimming in the ocean, what’s to stop from floating off into outer space?”

· “I don’t care what anyone says, I feel that the world is round.”

· “What I want to know is, why are Shakespeare’s plays considered so amazing when so many of his ‘greatest’ lines are clichés? ‘To be or not to be?’ Please, everyone’s heard that before.”

You can imagine my astonishment when I received the results of my test: 162! I was a shoe-in for Mensa! I ran all the way back to the office, having forgotten in my joy that I owned a car. Two other prospective members were waiting for an appointment.
“What’s your score?” I asked one of the men.

“That’s certainly none of your business,” he replied.

“One-hundred and sixty-two,” I said and then mouthed again silently as I tapped my finger on the test results. 


I didn’t want to appear too eager or needy so when it was time for my interview with the president of the local Mensa chapter, I asked him a few questions about the perks of such a club.

“And what exactly is a club like Mensa prepared to offer me if I become a member?” I asked, licking my finger and running it across my left eyebrow.


“Well, Mr. Jones, the mission of Mensa is to offer its members an environment of peers in which one can flex their intellectual muscles.” I scanned my body with my eyes.


“And exactly where are those muscles located?” I asked.


“Of course, Mensa will need some sort of official score before accepting your membership, Mr. Jones. It’s just club rules.”


“Oh, I think you have no reason to worry there. Now what about meeting women. Are there functions that promote mingling?” I asked as I leaned forward and winked.

“There are many female members of Mensa, Mr. Jones. And we offer many social functions that provide ample opportunity to meet both men and women of the highest intellectual capacity.”

“Hey, what kind of guy do you think I am? I’ll stick with the ladies if you please. Unless, of course, things really get swinging, if you know what I mean.”

“We will need to see your credentials now, Mr. Jones.” I handed him my test results and giggled. He stared at the test results for some time before he asked, “And you’ve looked over these results, Mr. Jones?”

“Of course.”


“Then you will know we unfortunately cannot accept you.” I was confused. My eyes glazed over and I felt sick.


“What do you mean? I have an IQ of 162. This is impossible.”

He leaned over the desk and pointed to the bottom of the page. “This is your score, 73. This is your address, 162 Parkland Drive. But don’t lose hope,” he snickered, “you’re almost halfway there.”


I leaned back into my chair as the world grew black around me. The next thing I knew I was in the emergency room. I’d had a stroke. Apparently, the news had been too much for my brain to handle. When I was finally alone in my hospital room I started to cry. I cried all afternoon. I hid my face under a pillow when the nurse came in to bring me food. She sat beside me and calmed me down. When she asked why I was there I told her my story. “Don’t you worry, honey,” she said. “God makes everyone special for a reason. In your own way, you’re just as smart as anyone else.” She scooped up a fork full of mashed potatoes and handed it to me.

“You’re right, I’m just as smart as anyone else,” I said and jammed the fork through my tongue.
