
Let others have Mensa, we’ll proudly have Densa (5, 5, 12)  

 

© by Mike Keenan  

 

The newspaper headline blared: “Four-Year-Old Heidi Hankins joins 

Mensa with 159 IQ.”  

Heidi taught herself to read and was able to count to 40 at two years 

old. British Mensa chief executive, John Stevenage, said that Heidi’s 

parents “correctly identified that she shows great potential.” No 

kidding!  

 

According to Mensa, the average adult IQ score is 100. In 2009, 

Oscar Wrigley, aged two and a half, from Reading in the UK became 

the youngest child to join Mensa with an IQ of 160.  

I read about Heidi shortly after watching a baby on YouTube doing chin-ups in front of a 

computer monitor while the family dog sat quietly nearby. What is this world coming to?  

Heidi Hankins was accepted into Mensa with an IQ just one point below Albert Einstein and 

Stephen Hawking. According to Mensa, the signs of a gifted child include an unusual memory, 

reading at an early age, intolerance of other children and an awareness of world events. A gifted 

child will also ask questions all of the time.  

 

Of course, being clever is not the same as being intelligent. Perhaps cleverness is the ability to 

use intelligence effectively. As a child, I was regarded as clever when now I see that I wasn't - I 

was just intelligent. I knew enough not to walk in front of busses and cars, and I could pretty 

much find my way to the kitchen table for all of my meals.  

 

At school I was bored because I couldn’t stay outside and play hockey or baseball or Red Rover. 

Anybody can study, but that’s tedious.  

 

Perhaps joining Mensa is really just boasting about a test score, but it is the largest and oldest 

high IQ society in the world. It is a non-profit organization open to people who score at the 98th 

percentile or higher on a standardized, supervised IQ or other approved intelligence test. The 

term is Latin meaning table, as is symbolized in the organization's logo, chosen to demonstrate 

the round-table nature of the organization; the coming together of equals.  

 

For seniors I propose the formation of another group called Densa. Densa doesn’t really mean 

anything in Latin, but the term carries some weight, don’t you think? To belong in Densa, you 

must display incredible long-term memory, but forget to put out the garbage. You will be able to 

remember the last time that the Maple Leafs won the Stanley Cup, and you will be able to name 

their entire roster including coaches, but you will forget to wash the dishes or mow the lawn.  

 

There will soon be chapters of Densa all over the world, but unfortunately, membership will 

apply only to men. Women would not want to be part of Densa, nor could they actually qualify if 

they did. Women NEVER forget ANYTHING. Miriam can remind me what I said five minutes 

ago or five years ago.  

 

“Remember when you took me and the kids camping in that ridiculously small tent?” she might 

say. “Remember all of the mosquito bites and the girls catching chicken pox, and we had to stay 

in that damn tent?” And to be honest, it might stir some vague recollections in me, but I have 

learned to selectively forget certain items that carry charged emotional 

baggage. For me, it’s all about attitude, and that will become an added 

requirement for Densa.  

 

If you think you would like to start a Densa chapter in your own town and 

that you are fully qualified (i.e. you are a senior male who is currently 

breathing), you may contact me at your convenience, and I will waive the 

$9.99 start-up fee. There will soon be a website called “Densa R Us” 



which will provide further instructions. You will be able to boat to younger men that you 

qualified for Densa. I will try to get Don Cherry as our first keynote speaker. Are you as excited 

as me?  

 


