
He sighed deeply as he shoogled down further into the now familiar, sumptuously comfortable, leather-bound couch. Behind him, in his equally comfortable leather-bound chair, Dr I.C.Nutz also sighed - albeit discreetly and not for the same reason as his patient.

‘Well now Subbie, shall we begin session number two hundred and forty four?’ Dr Nutz suggested with a hint of sarcasm that went straight over his patient’s head.

‘Yes Doc, ready when you are’ Subbie replied confidently.

Dr Nutz sighed again, ‘Er, perhaps you might want to kick it off by telling me exactly why you’re here.’

‘Mmm, it’s like this Doc. You know how I like to do the crossword each day? Well, I’ve realized that some people can finish the crossword a lot quicker than me and I’m starting to worry that I might be losing my intelligence.’

‘Really Subbie? Losing your intelligence? Now there’s a surprise…’

‘Exactly what I thought Doc. I’m just having trouble coming to grips with the possibility that there might be people out there more intelligent than me. I know I turned 60 the other week and I know sometimes your mental capacity can start decreasing with age but …’

‘Now, now Subbie, I don’t think it’s that much of a problem. You must realize that there are probably lots and lots of people out there much more intelligent than you.’

‘What? More intelligent than me? Surely not so, Doc’ Subbie replied incredulously.

‘Hard to believe Subbie, I know, but there’s nothing wrong with just being average is there?’ Dr Nutz humoured him.

‘Well I’d like to think that in a Bell Curve of Population Intelligence I’m right at the edge of the curve’ Subbie mused.

‘Oh yes Subbie, I think I can confirm that you are definitely right on one edge of that Bell Curve…’

