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The year is 1526. The Kingdom of Hungary, led by Louis 
II, has suffered defeat at the hands of Suleiman the 
Magnificent’s Ottoman Empire at the Battle of Mohács. The 
borders of power in eastern Europe are redrawn for centuries 
to come. Amidst the wartime chaos, a religious vagrant 
comes across two monks in the Carpathian countryside, and 
offers to sell them a powerful holy relic: a milk tooth of the 
infant Jesus. He proposes a trial to the sceptical duo: they can 
touch the tooth, and if it is genuine, then a miracle is bound to 
befall them in the next seven days. 

Shot in crisp black and white, this scene forms the prologue 
to Antonio Lukich’s feature debut, My Thoughts Are Silent. 
While the theme of dentistry does run loosely through the 
narrative that follows, this medieval episode is otherwise 
entirely out of keeping with the rest of the film. The prologue 
is not, though, a mere festival-friendly affectation – it sets 
us up for Lukich’s shaggy-dog investigation (as much as the 
director insists the film is based on a friend’s experiences), 
which probes the intangibles of cultural identity and family 
relations in the bucolic western Ukrainian hills. 

The body of the film follows Vadym (Andriy Lidahovskiy), 
an ungainly 25-year-old sound recordist and part-time 
trap musician in Kyiv who ekes out a living capturing sound 
effects for a Canadian video game company. He seems to 
have found his golden ticket out of this indignity when his 
client offers him a position in Montreal – if he can complete a 
peculiar task. The company’s Ukrainian founder is designing 
a moralistic Christian game based on the story of Noah’s 
Ark, and needs recordings of the sounds of animals from 
Andriy’s home region in the western Ukrainian Carpathians 
(Canadian ones won’t do: “They sound too calm; they’re not 
afraid of anything”). Most prized of all is the mating call of the 
extremely secretive Rakhiv mallard. 

With boom mic in hand, Andriy sets off for his hometown 
Uzhgorod – only to discover that he will have to hitch a ride 
on his aural odyssey from his taxi driver mother Galia (Irma 
Vitovskaya), alternately outgoing and overbearing, deathly 

afraid of abandonment, and desperate for her son to settle 
down to a “normal life” in Ukraine. 

What unfolds from here is a mother-son road trip, captured 
by Lukich as a succession of off-kilter comedic episodes: 
Andriy chasing sheep around a field; Galia being catfished 
by her fake online “Italian boyfriend”; Andriy forced to 
seduce the widowed owner of a parrot; Galia staging a silent 
protest against her son’s callousness in the middle of a rural 
road. There are quirky incidental characters, slow-motion 
sequences, and jaunty electronic music cues aplenty before 
the two arrive in Rakhiv and Andriy’s quest for the elusive 
mallard takes a darker turn at the hands of an overly officious 
border guard (and part-time beekeeper). 

Lukich has a clear gift for visual and physical comedy. Andriy’s 
beanpole physique and general awkwardness is plumbed 
for any number of jokes, while offscreen space is cleverly 
manipulated by a steady stream of horizontal and vertical 
camera pans. The slightly washed-out colour scheme and 
deadpan delivery only add to the sense that events are 
unfolding in a kind of dream, which is only fitting: Andriy’s 
task, after all, is to capture some elusive quintessence hidden 
in the hills and lakes of this liminal space where Ukraine, 
Romania, and Hungary converge. 

The substance of Lukich’s film ultimately comes down to 
this juxtaposition between what is natural, essential, even 
spiritual, and what is digital, commodifiable, and international. 
Andriy’s job is to transform the wild squawks, grunts, and 
cries of the Carpathians into easily manipulable sound waves 
on a computer screen, cut up and looped and sold to the 
Western leisure market. In the end, we come back to that 
medieval prologue. In a world where “all the money is in 
video games”, as Andriy’s boss puts it, is there any room left 
for miracles? The film leaves Andriy bruised and unpaid, still 
stuck in Ukraine, taking in an Orthodox Christmas service at a 
Kyiv cathedral – but when the choir launches into a liturgical 
rendering of the Spice Girls’ Viva Forever, we’re reminded that 
the sacred and the profane are never that far apart after all. 
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