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My boys have their own quotable quotes that have amused my hubby and me to 
no end. Good thing I was able to take down some of them before they dissolve to 

oblivion. 

 
 
 
 
Rovik Lemuel 
 

“Oh, Mommy, my ache is tummy, doctor me!” 
--Rovik at three 

 
“I would rather have a strict teacher who loves me than a non-strict teacher who does not 

love me” 
---on choosing between his homeschool mom and a lenient teacher in a regular 

school 
 

“Yah, Mom, but I am a Christian monkey!” 
--when I told him to stop playing monkey bar inside our L3 van because he 

looked like a monkey 
 

“Dad, don’t forget to bring me a piece of snow from Beijing.” 
--a postscript in a letter addressed to Dad during one of his China trips in 2008 
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Rovik at 8 (year 2008) 

 
Kids have a way of saying things that amuse us no end. My eight-year old son 
who is on his 2nd year of homeschooling has lately been uttering quotable quotes 
that sometimes make our thinking caps spin. At other times his ramblings would 
unexpectedly elicit chuckles from both Dad and me, with him as clueless as ever 
of his wit. 
 
 
An incident happened a few months ago, just weeks after Dad and Rovik arrived 
from a week-long vacation in Singapore. We (Dad, Rovik and I) were inside our 
L3 van on our way to Crossing Calamba. Rovik was unusually quiet and seemed 
absorbed in his thoughts. After a while, he asked the one question that both 
scared and thrilled me. (Let me take you in on that conversation) 
 
Rovik: Mom, how can one become the President of the Philippines? 
Mom: (surprised) Why are you asking son? Do you want to be the President of the 
Philippines? (Talk about answering a childish question, with another question!) 
Rovik: Yeah. 
Dad: If you want to be the President, You need to prepare for it. You need to finish first 
your studies, take care of your health and you need to be ready mentally and 
spiritually. 
Mom: Why do you want to be the President? 
Rovik: I want to make the Philippines clean. There is trash everywhere. In Singapore, 
there’s no mess. The roads are clean. 
 
Mom: Well, that’s a good idea. But how are you supposed to do that? How can you make 
our country clean? 
Rovik: That’s easy , Mom. I will just instruct all the mayors to clean all the roads and 
streets in each town by using Lysol so that dogs will not poo-poo anymore on the streets. 
 
Mom: (chuckling) You’ll need thousands of barrels of Lysol! I’m afraid you might get 
into trouble son. Under GMA’s term, there was the Fertilizer scam and the NBN-ZTE 
scam. If you become the President of the Philippines, you might get yourself embroiled in 
a scam also – the Lysol scam. Oh, no! 
 
Well, secretly, I was thrilled that he’s nurturing ambitions to be a great leader. 
He’s a big dreamer in a small package. Given proper guidance and godly 
direction, he will be on his way to reaching his dream! 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
Orvik Samuel  
(Year 2010) 
 

“Zuko donts like girls, because girls are crazy” 
--referring to Zuko, prince of the Fire Nation in the Avatar cartoon series 

 
 
“I don’t like you. I don’t like Kuya and I don’t like Dad, because you are always “No, no 
and no!” 
 
“Magsasabog na ang brains ko Mommy, if we don’t go to SM, sige.” 
--a scary threat of a five year-old who considers mall trips a normal and integral 

part of his life 
 

“ I want to be a soldier, doctor soldier or... a guard!” 
--when asked what he wanted to be when he grows up 

 
“Mommy, Jesus is in our hearts. Small boy pa ako kaya ang nasa heart ko, small na Jesus. 
Sayo, big na Jesus.” 
 
 
What goes on in the mind of a five-year old? I am oftentimes baffled by Orvik’s 
spontaneous rattles that reveal a line of reasoning fit for an A in Logic 101. My, I 
don’t remember having the wit of Michael V at age five.  
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His expression these days is “Ay, Que Barbaridad!” in imitation of Dad who 
blurts the words when things are not A-ok. The little man, however, coined a 
new term addressed solely to me whenever I seem to do things he doesn’t 
approve of --- “Ay, Que BarbariMOM!” 
 
When asked why he has missing teeth (he already lost two), he quipped without 
batting an eyelash, 
“Si Mommy kasi brush ng brush ng teeth ko, nalaglag tuloy!” (Mommy always 
brushes my teeth, that's why they fell!) 
 
*** 
 
When he heard that Jesus is in our hearts, he asked, “Bakit maraming Jesus?” (Why 
are there plenty of Jesus?) 
(He took the meaning literally. Since each person has a heart, he thought that 
each has Jesus in his heart. And because there are many hearts, then there must 
be many Jesus (that’s logic, right?) 
 
 
*** 
 
He is full of Jesus questions. Just the other day, he blurted, “Si Jesus ba may heart 
din, Mommy?” When I told him, “Of course He has a heart, and a big one at that.” 
Then, he asked, “ Ang nasa heart niya, Jesus din ba?” (the logic continues). I told 
him, “In His heart are the people he loves—you, Dad, Mom, Kuya and the rest of 
the world.” (I was afraid he would comment on the size of the heart. Good thing, 
he parked follow-up questions. He’s probably saving them for another day.) 
 
 
*** 
 
The  Logic  Continues 
 
Orvik, my  little man continues to display his own brand of wit and humor. 
 
“Don’t punch me in the chest, Kuya. You might break my heart. If you break my 
heart, Jesus might fall.” 
 
Kuya, why do you kick my toys? Ano, Christian ka ba o hindi? If you keep on kicking 
my toys, hind ka na Christian niyan! (Are you still a Christian or not? If you keep on 
kicking my toys, you are no longer a Christian!) 
 
 



“Mommy, I don’t want to grow up. I want to be a small boy. I don’t want to be a Kuya 
(older brother) because  a Kuya has a smelly armpit!” 
 
When cautioned not to leave rice on his plate every time he eats, he bats, “ Eh kasi 
bungi ako eh! (I have missing teeth). Every time I chew, the food falls from my 
mouth.” 
 
 
Lips-to-Lips 
 
It was a humid Saturday night and the family members were inside the bedroom 
preparing for dreamland when the cutie, out of the blue, just rattled. 
 
O: Daddy I think I will not get married when I grow up. 
 
D: Oh, why is that? 
 
O: I will be too embarrassed to get a wife, that’s why. 
 
D. And why should you be embarrassed?  
 
O: It’s because I have to do “lips to lips” with her in front of people! And that’s 
really embarrassing!!!!  
 
 
On the Other Hand… 
 
On another occasion, the little one blurted, 
 
O:  Mommy, I have an idea. I can actually get married, but on one condition. 
 
M: What is it? 
 
O: During the ceremony, instead of the preacher saying , “You may now kiss the 
bride,” He should say something else. 
 
M: What is he supposed to say then? 
 
O:  “You may now HUG THE BRIDE!”  
        
(Lol! How about “shake her hand?”) 
 
 



Fave Insect  
 
O:   What is God’s favorite insect? 
 
M:   Ummmm. I have no idea. What is it? 
 
O:   Of course, the PRAYING mantis! 
 
 
Change of Mind 
 
 Kiddo, Dad and I were lounging lazily inside the bedroom on a Saturday 
when  O matter-of-factly prattled. 
 
O: Dad, Mom, when you are old,  I will take care of you. You both will live in my 
house so we are always together. 
 
Me: Oh, that's so sweet of you, son. I like that. But you know what? 
 
O: What? 
 
Me: When we are old, we'll be like babies again. And that means, you'll bathe us, 
feed us....  
 
O: (frowns) Whaaat? 
 
Dad: (butting in) Yes. And you'll change our diapers, too. 
 
O: (With a sour face and pouting lips) HUMMMPH! I don't like it!  LILIPAT NA 
AKO NG BAHAY! (I am moving house!) 
 
Me and Dad:  LOL! 
 
 
Coco 
 
We have been complimenting the kiddo as of late about his striking similarity 
 with one of the hottest movie stars in the country--- the youthful Coco Martin. 
For reasons unknown to us, he pouts, frowns and angrily reacts, as though he’s 
received a lashing instead of a compliment. Here’s what usually transpires: 
 
 
 



Dad: (while driving, notices the gaint billboard of Coco in an ad campaign for Max’s) 
Oh, it’s Orvik! 
 
Rovik: Yah, you really look like him. 
 
Mom: (sings, Co-coro-co-co, Paloma..) So handsome... 
 
Orvik: (covers his ears in disgust, shouts) Nabuang na kayo kay Coco! (You are 
crazy over Coco!) I don’t like him! 
 
Mom: But you look like him. 
 
Orvik: No! 
 
Dad: Okay. You don’t look like him.  Coco looks like you! 
 
Orvik: (shouting) They are just the same!!! 
 
Our Little Man is peeved. 
 
We are all amused. 
 
 
A Scholarly Discourse  Inside a Restaurant 
 
O: Mom. when I grow up, I will put up a restaurant. 
 
Me: Wow. That's very nice. What kind of restaurant will it be? 
 
O: I will call it Movaba Restraurant. It's a sports restaurant. It will serve healthy 
food.   
(Movaba stands for Moderation, Variety and Balance -- our lesson on Nutrition 
which we learned from an old issue of Nestle magazine). 
 
Me: Give me an example of a healthy food in your restaurant. 
 
O: Fried chicken, of course! 
 
Me: Uh,uh. Fried food may not be that healthy, son. 
 
O: But it is! When you eat the chicken, there are vegetables inside! 
 
 



Me: (amused) Wow, stuffed chicken! Chicken con vegetables. It must be 
delicious. 
 
O: Yes. And healthy! 
 
 
 
Where Did He Get That? 
 

 
 
The kiddo and I were preparing for an afternoon nap when matter of factly, I 
asked him something. Here's a peek into our mini conversation: 
 
Me: (poker-faced)  Son, is  Mommy sexy? 
 
O:  (yawning)  Yes.... 
 
Me: Oh, thanks. But do you know what "sexy" means? 
 
O: Yes. I know it , Mom. 
 
Me: What does it mean, then? 
 
O: (looking straight into my eyes) HOT!!! 
 
Me:  LOL! 
               I  am one hot mommah. 
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A Map for the Disobedient 
  
 

 
 
 
The little man just finished his reading for the day --Enyd Blyton's The Magic 
Egg. Follow our conversation after he threw the pocketbook on the bed. 
 
Me: So, what have you learned from the story? 
  O:  You need to obey orders. 
 
Me: And if you don't obey, what will happen to you? 
 O:  You will be sent out. 
  Me: Sent out? By whom? 
  O: By your parents. 
  Me: Oh, and when you are sent out. What will you do? 
  O: Beg for money from people. 
  Me: Is it right to beg for money? 
  O: No. 
  Me: Why not? 
  O: Because you will be wasting other people's money. 
  Me:Then if you won't beg, how can you have money to buy food? 
  O: You just have to wait for people to drop their coins, and you pick them up. 
  Me: But what if they don't drop their coins? 
  O: Then you beg for money. 
  Me: I thought you said, it's not right to beg for money. 
  O: Yes, but it is not right for kids to go hungry, too. 
  Me: What you need to do is go back to your parents, and say sorry to them, so 
you don't have to beg money from people. 
  O: But they are already far away! How can I go back? I don't have a map. I need 
a map to go back home. And I need money to buy a map. 
  Me: Which means.... 
  O: I have to beg for money so I can buy a map, so I can go back home. 
  Me: Oh. So what lessons have you learned again? 
  O: Be obedient.  
       If you disobey, you will be sent out. 

http://doubledoseofflower.weebly.com/5/post/2012/07/a-map-for-the-disobedient.html


       And if you are sent out, be sure to bring a map so you can still go back home. 
       If you don't, you will beg for money. 
  Me: Thanks, son. I learned a lesson, too. The disobedient do lose their way. 
 
 
  
Nutritious Corned Beef 
  
 

 
 
 
The little man struck again. 
 
Without the house help to cook for us, I have been on a tailspin for the last three 
weeks whipping up dishes for the boys' choosy taste buds. Yesterday, TLM (the 
little man) insisted on having uncooked corned beef for his viand. Take a peek at 
our conversation: 
 
Me: What do you want me to cook for lunch? 
 
TLM: Mom, I want Target corned beef. Don't cook. 
 
Me: But it's canned food. It is not nutritious, son. 
 
TLM: It's delicious, and nutritious, Mom. 
 
Me: Why do you say it's nutritious? 
 
TLM: Because, it has CORN. And corn is nutritious, right? 
 
Me: LoL! 
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 Skin Talk 

  
 

 
 
 
 
Alarmed by the appearance of white spots on our younger son's face and on both 
his elbows and knees, we took him to a dermatologist one Saturday morning. 
The doc's diagnosis was fungal infection. 
 
Little man: (On our way home) Mom, I noticed something. 
 
 Me: What is it? 
 
Little man: I think my skin doctor has fungi, too. 
 
Me: Why did you say that? 
 
Little man: Because I saw her scratching. 
 
Me:  Where? 
 
Little man: Inside the pocket of her white jacket. 
 
Me: (Amused) Oh, her pocket must have fungi. It was itching for our payment. 
Hi,hi. 
 
Little man: I told you, she has fungal infection, too. (then belted out, ala Whitney 
Houston) 
 
                 Fungiiiiiiiii... yay,yay..... will always love you...oh,oh.... 
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 A slice of Tasty = Preggy 

  
 

 
 
I brought the kids inside the grocery store to buy some foodstuff. We were 
passing through an alley when Orvik stopped dead in his tracks and pointed to a 
big poster (an ad) with a photo of a pregnant woman holding a piece of bread 
and smiling at her daughter who was also holding a piece of bread and 
carressing her mom's tummy. 
 
Orvik: (calling his brother's attention) Kuya, look at the woman. She's so fat. Her 
tummy is so big. Nasobrahan yata bread! (Too much bread, I suppose!) 
 
Rovik: (LOL!) Ha,ha,ha.  
 
Me: (containing my amusement) Oo nga noh? (Yes.) Maybe that's what happens 
when you eat too much bread. 
 
(Boy, was I not in ready to explain the whys and wherefores of pregnancy inside 
a grocery store. That incident kept me and my older son chuckling for days.) 
 
 

 
 
  
Berserk 
 
 Orvik:  Mom, Kuya is already berserk. 

 Me:    Berserk? What do you mean by that? 

 Orvik: Berserk means crazy, Mom. In Tagalog and Bisaya, it's "buang." 

  Me: Oh. Where did you learn that word? 

  Orvik: From the iPad. In "Ayjoms" 

  Me: Ay-joms? 
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  Orvik: Yes, Ayjoms. It's there. 

  Me: Oh, you mean idioms? 

  Orvik: Yes. There's a "berserk" warrior there. 

 
 
  
 
 
Internal, Infernal 
 

 
 
 
Dad: (asking Orvik) If you believe in Jesus, what will happen to you?  
 
Orvik: If we believe in Jesus, we will have internal life. 
 
 Dad: Internal life? What do you mean? 
  
Orvik: Internal life - it means you will live forever. 
  
Dad: Oh, you mean "eternal" life? 
  
Orvik: Yes, it is a gift from God. But if you do not believe, do you know what 
you'll get? 
  
Dad: What? 
  
Orvik: "Infernal" life. You will be with demons. 
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 Tissue: A Soldier's Must Have 

  

 
 
Orvik, my six-year old son has renewed his interest in soldiers and in anything 
connected to soldiers. His incoherent 10-page "book" consists of soldiers' 
adventures.  
 
   Just this day over lunch, I caught father and son in a conversation on... You 
guess, soldiers, what else? Here are the snippets of the verbal tussle I  overheard: 
 
Dad: Do you really want to be a soldier? I don't want you to be one. I want you 
to be a doctor. 
 
Orvik: No, I want to be a soldier. Soldiers can heal others too. 
 
Dad: If he is a doctor-soldier, yes. But if not, he can't heal. 
 
Orvik: Yes, he can. I saw it. The soldier used a tissue on another soldier's wound. 
 
Dad: A tissue? You don't use a tissue on wounds. It will cause infection and the 
soldier will die. You just use a tissue when you poop. 
 
Orvik: (whines) No!!! I saw it when I watched "Band of Brothers." A soldier used 
a tissue to heal the wound. You really need a tissue when you are a soldier! Do 
you want to see it? 
 
Dad (clams up): uh,uh. Ok. You might be right. He probably just used it to stop 
the bleeding. So, if you want to be a soldier, what should you do? 
 
Orvik: I told you, you should just bring a tissue paper. Then go to the camp. 
Then you WILL be a soldier already. 
 
Conversation ends. 
 
Now, I will never look at the tissue paper the same way, again. 
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What Would You Feel? 
 
Here’s a conversation inside the car one sunny afternoon: 
 
O: Mom, what would you feel if I become the President of the Philippines? 
 
Me: Oh, I’d be very proud, of course! 
 
(The li’l boy turns to his older brother.) 
 
O: How about you, Kuya?  
 
R: (Breaks into a smile, and appears to be thinking) Hmmmmm… 
(Before his Kuya can open his mouth, O butts in.) 
 
O: Oh, I can guess… 
 
R: So, what do you think would I feel? 
 
O: OF COURSE, YOU’D BE JEALOUS! 
 
R: (Bursts into laughter) 
 
O: But don’t worry, I’ll make you my assistant. Since you are into cooking, you 
will be the Chef of the White House, err… of Malacanang Palace! 
 
He,he…The sense of humor remains. 
 
 
 
Procreation 
 
I was caught off-guard when the li’l one asked me a “serious” question one day. 
Here goes the conversation: 
 
O: Mom, what is the meaning of “procreation?” 
 
Me: It means to reproduce , or to produce your own kind. 
 
O: Oh, how do you DO that? 
 
Me: (a bit evasive) Umm.. I think you need to ask Dad about it. 
 



O: (looks at me rather suspiciously) I know it Mom. Mmmm. And I hate to think 
you and dad “procreated” me. 
 
Me: No, we didn’t. God ‘created’ you. We don’t have the power to give life. 
 
O: Oh, yah, right. I get it. But… he still made man through other human beings. 
He made me through you.  ( A frown creases his forehead) And I don’t like what 
you did… 
 
(wahhh.. I clammed up) 
 

 
Laughter  
 
One lazy afternoon, the brothers had a good laugh.  
 
O: (In stitches over his Kuya’s antics) Man, sometimes laughing is really the best 
medicine. 
      (then blurts again..) On the other hand, if you laugh hard for no reason at all, 
you will need a medicine! 
 
 
 
The Reason 
 
 
O chanced upon  my old Chowking planner, and pored over its contents. 
 
O:  (After reading the Horoscope portion) So, this is the reason why I love  eating 
chicken! 
 
Me: What is it, son? (taking a peek at what he’s reading)  
 
O: It says here,  I was born in the Year of the Rooster! Now, that explains my love 
for chicken. 
 
Dad: (buts in) Don’t believe that crap, son. It’s not Biblical. 
 
O: (grins) I know Dad. This is just for my enjoyment. 
 
 
 
 



 
No Regular School 
 
My son was watching the news on TV regarding the opening of classes in public 
schools. (He has been homeschooled ever since he reached school age. The 
closest thing he experienced classroom life was when he did his MAPE classes 
with fellow homeschoolers and when he attends his Sunday School.) 
 
I probed… 
 
 
Me: Son, look at those kids, they are back to school. Don’t you wish you were just 
like them? 
 
O: No, Mom. I don’t like to be in a public school. I just want to be homeschooled. 
 
Me: Why?  
 
O: Because I get to learn anything I want to learn in homeschool! 
 
Me: Oh, you mean, you are free to discover and learn any subject that interests 
you? 
 
O: Yup. 
 
Me: What else?  
 
O: (lights up..) In homeschool, I can kiss and hug my teachers anytime I want to 
because my teachers are my parents!    Eeew.. I can’t do that in a regular school. 
 
(Awww…The perk of being a homeschooling parent: you get to smooch your 
students with the principal’s consent.) 


