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CIRCUIT: Drama. Starring Jonathan Wade Drahos and Andre Khabbazi. Directed by Dirk Shafer. (Not rated. 120 minutes. At the Castro.) 



"Circuit" is about the gay party scene in Los Angeles, in which hundreds of "circuit boys" come together to do drugs, party until dawn and end up in each other's beds. The movie succeeds as a well-made evocation of a subculture, though director Dirk Shafer's uncontainable enthusiasm for the world he's exposing blunts his movie's edge and renders "Circuit" a kind of in-joke for gay audiences. 

All the same, if anyone wants to watch naked men in the shower, naked men doing erotic dancing, naked men in bed and almost-naked men pumping iron, this is the film to see. 

"Circuit" has one strong advantage: It's not a romance. A romance on the circuit-party scene would suffer from a certain lack of dramatic tension. If a guy kisses another guy, there's no question of if, only when. These guys don't cut to the chase but past it. 

Fortunately, although "Circuit" has its share of sexual interludes, it keeps its focus on something more interesting, namely the 

circuit scene and the insidious ways it can wreak moral and physical damage on an individual. Jonathan Wade Drahos plays Johnny, who comes to Los Angeles as a shy former police officer with a big smile on his face. He soon finds himself wearing a tank top, shooting steroids and snorting a monkey tranquilizer called "Special K," which causes hallucinations. 

There are moments in "Circuit" that are so bizarre and revealing that they have to be based on an insider's perspective. At one point, Johnny, the most reasonable of fellows, is about to go to bed with a man he really likes. But he can't bring himself to do it. Having just given up steroids, he knows he has some flab on his body, and he can't enjoy sex knowing he has flab. If straight guys worried about that stuff, the human race would die out in a century. 

In another scene, an exotic dancer, whose gimmick is to do his stage act in a state of arousal, bypasses Viagra by taking a syringe and giving himself an injection (off-camera) in a place that will have every man in the movie theater screaming. 

Johnny's tour guide into the netherworld of the circuit is Hector, a hustler who proudly announces that he has sex only for money. Hector (Andre Khabbazi) is a handsome, glamorous figure but also pitiful, in that, at 30, he worries about aging to a degree even Blanche DuBois would find demeaning. More and more his inner emptiness is claiming him. It's chilling. 

"Circuit" plods along with banal nightclub sequences that are supposed to be glorious and seduction scenes that are as boring to the participants as they are to us. Yet Drahos and Khabbazi are good actors, and here and there something happens that's jaw dropping. The best example: Hector, stoned and despondent, makes love to himself in the mirror. It's sad, and it's awful. This is the place his life philosophy has taken him, and it's the bleakest and loneliest of dead ends. 



Advisory: This film contains nudity, sex, harsh language and nonstop drug use. 
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