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"Anata o kaniitai." Reading an invitation like this from Miwako lchikam, the kappa-faced fashion mode.
who led ihe swooning schoolboys in All About Lily Chou€hou (2000) and backed up the private dick in
the @@:!4g9ig9 (2002), after a few stiff drinks I decided to accept. Despite my hopes however,
lhis one didnt quite have the charge to shock me.

The offer to "feel us' ends the trailerfor Shun NakahaE S 2002 feature, Concent (Not con@Rt, not @nsent, bul
concent with a C. "Konsento," meaning electri€l outlet.) True to tradition, NakahaE bloomed from the Nikkatsu
school of soft pomo in the eighties, buttoday he's better knoM for a different kind oJ gidy movie. His 1990 Argo
Ppject picture The Cherry Orchard, a touching, somewhat overindulgent behind the curtains look at schoolgirls
pEparing for their yearly play, tlok Number One on the prestigious Kinema Jumpo BestTen list the sme year that
Kumswa's Dreams was sfumped atfourth. Sinc then NakahaE has done some slick mainstream work, including
1 991's Twelve Gentle Japanese (Juninin No Yasashii Nihonjin) and 1 997's Lje Lie Lie, but I wonder ifwe should €ll
this one a retum to fom.

Con@nt takes us into the life of Yuki Asakura (lcfiikawa), a young freelance witerfor investnent magaZnes. At the
tail end ofan electric one-nighterwith cameraman friend Jun (Jun MuEkami), she geE an emergenry ell from
mom and heads home. Yuki's brother Takayuki (Hoka Kinoshita), whose mental and social prcblems long tortured
the family, was dis@vered rctting and smelly on his kitchen ioor. His suicide is a shock to all - not to mention the
audience, who get treated to vivid close-ups ofsticky blood stains and soggy maggots - and Yuki's imagination
starts to ovedoad wondering what drove her brother to drip to such a miseEble end.

Yuki begins to see her brothe/s ghost in hallucinations, smell phantom odo6 on her bed-buddys breath, and
remember herfamily's baumatic past. Female author Randy Taguchi's original novel Concenttumed heads for
bringing up issues like hikikomori (social withdEwal), mazakon (ultE-dependent mama's boys), women's
sexuality and domestic violen@, but in Nakaham's film adaptation these controveFialtopics are just the bait. While
The Cherry Orchard dabbled in the safe crosdressing fanhsies of pubes@nt sch@lgids to draw its fragEnt
feminine world, ten yeaB later NakahaE has un@vered the much randier cinematic glossary ofpsychoanalysis.
Perlq lchikawa delves deep into her inner child and we find ouBelves prcbing Nakahara's subconscious, where a
power plug may be more than a plug and the mncent itself is just what you would imagine.

Depressed by her brcthe/s unexpected death, Yuki signs up for counseling sessions with herold college proie$or
Df, Kunisada (in a laughable perbrmane by Masahiko Akuta, sporting a haircut that makes him l@k like an
overgrown Kiss fan). The two agree to deal wifi her brother's death in a strictly "professional" manner - as we
leam, she had a rather kinky relationship with the much older Doc during her school daze. Sorting out her
memories, Yuki s@n goes out to rent a video @py of the elt classic Mondo Cane, which she misremembers as
including a scene of a boy plugged into a poweroutet, and bumps into old @llege cla$mate Ritsuko (Miho
Tsumiki, winner ofthe Mainichi ConcouF Best Supporting Actress award for playing the mct believable, most
resolutely butch of the schoolgirls in The Cherry Orcnard). While de$ribing hef curent anthropologi€l research,
Ribuko offeF us a clue; Yuki may be one offre newtypes ofshaman that have appeared sine the economic bubble
popped. 'You're the outlet," she later elabomtes, and it appeaF more fian a few of Yuki's friends want to @nnect for
some sexual healing.

Still reeling ftom the off-sffeen assault at the love hotel, Jun proposes, but Yuki's too much of a modem gal forthat
shtick. "l'm loose with men!" Ritsuko wanb to get charged too, but instead she hooks the unknowing tiend up wi(r
her husband, Yamagishi (Mantaro Koichi). Shagging Yuki pub hubby very much at ease, but itjust wasn't meant to
be. Ritsuko later explains the setup in an outbuBt of the sme gender essntialism that gounds the ple switching in
Nakahara's other work "l wanted to know what sx with you was like. But I'm not a lesbian so I couldn't do it
diEctly." Uh-huh. When we fnally reach the story's [@ugh-cough] clima, Yuki re-seduces psychoanalyst
Kunisada. After enduring his analyti€l putdowns forthe bulk of the film, she for@s him to admit his own repressed
feelings for his mother She then rips open her dres, ordes him to suckle on her breasts (whimpering, "mama,
mama!") and finally, following all those aborted attempts during college, plugs him in and brings him to sxual
overload. (He always sid he was holding back, be€use "you were my student and I was a maried man." Who did
he hink he was fooling?)

Loose or not, Yuki is mentally a bit more on top of things than, say, Shohei lmamuEs Tonko in f@re@L
qggilggt,EgJBE (1968) - another poster girlfor the primitive sexual healing powe6 of "Okinawan" "shamanism"
- and tl be honest, with Shogo Uenos dean Hi-Vision 24P digibl cinemabgEphy, the fiEt hour is rather interesting
to watch. Unfortunately, just when our blood siarts pumping the story goes limp and we're leftwith nothing but
excuses. Like The Cherry Orchard, lvtrich hinted at same-sex love but stalled on the level ofTakaEaka-esque
fantasy, Concent makes us feel like Nakahara is forcing the lid shut wtren the wate/s already boiling. Yuki's serual
amkening is handimpped behind a safe mask of magi€l poweF, like a Sailor M@n for the @llege sowd. This
may not be that farfrom the good ol' days of Roman Pornos in dank Nikkatsu theate6 afrer all.

Yuk passionately prods the doc "Deeper! See as much as you wantto see, then retum." Too bad this one hrmed out
to be so shallow. Next time l'll stick with The Cherry Orchard, which at least left some static electricity tingling
between the chamc{eE.
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