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death, is more kaleidoscopic slide-show than narrative route. It tickles
your brain without entirely coming together. One thinks of purgatory,
where time forever passes, in the not-unpleasant hypnosis of individual
stops and in the quietly foreboding journey through the dark.

Can that blind journey, trundling along on bumpy wheels, be
considered substantial? Certainly, the in-between makes up a large part
of Cart Macabre and, though it is always disorientating, its returns
diminish. One grows accustomed to the dark and relaxes into the
uncertainty. What feels, at first, positively dangerous, softens into
safety.

If anything, Cart Macabre trades too heavily on the ride itself. At
points, the sensation can be spectacular, as when you genuinely — and I
have no idea how it was achieved, preferring not to root about
afterwards — seem to take flight, lurching gently left and right.
Elsewhere, you incline and descend. Or seem to move, but can’t be sure.
But the overriding sensation is one of pleasurable passivity. In that, the

ride is much like massage — or, perhaps, its inverse.

For where, with massage, one’s physical boundaries are affirmed by
contact, here they become uncertain. Your own stability and firmness,
your orientation, is here dissolved. Rather you sit suspended in space,
blurry and ill-defined. The self-awareness, the definite feeling of
presence, is just as strong, but it is not so defined by physical existence.
You lose sight of your skin. Your edges disappear.

Cart Macabre is undoubtedly enjoyable, but that pleasure is more
kinetic than sensory; much like being rocked in a cradle or pushed on a
swing. The sights and sounds contained enhance the ride, sending a
tide of tingles down the spine, but — as theatre, rather than fairground

attraction — it should be the other way around.
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