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CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK; Dance Festival Reveals The New and Unknown 

By ANNA KISSELGOFF  
As the three-week Lyon Dance Biennial moved ''Europa,'' its selective survey of European dance, toward its close this weekend, a state of familiar angst began to surface under a barrage of high-tech multimedia devices. 

Using technology to warn about the perils of technology has its own perils. But as the Finnish choreographer Tero Saarinen proved on Thursday in arguably the biennial's most moving performance, space can be transformed into a magic box. 

In ''Hunt,'' a mesmerizing solo he created for himself to Stravinsky's ''Rite of Spring,'' he is both the hunter and the hunted, assaulted by inner demons. These are symbolized by a stream of animated images that the highly creative media artist Marita Liulia generates on the spot and projects on his body. It is time for Mr. Saarinen and his company to be seen at length in the United States. [...] 

Mr. Saarinen was one of the exceptions. His ''Petrushka'' started brilliantly. A music-box set rimmed with lamps suggested a skating pond on which the three main characters from Fokine's ''Petrushka'' glided out. But in addition to a lanky innocent title character, a ballerina in a ragged tutu and a Moor who was not in blackface, there were two accordionists on stage: James Crabb from Scotland and Geir Draugsvoll from Norway. Resembling two crows in huge black hats and capes, they act as magicians and ingeniously remain loyal to Stravinsky's orchestration of a famous score. Reduced to two accordions, the music becomes resonant and dissonant in a newly festive way. 

Unfortunately Mr. Saarinen runs out of imaginative movement by the end. Essentially drawn to minimalist structures, he does infinitely better in ''Hunt,'' in which he emerges from the fog onstage in a layered tulle skirt. His torso bare, his muscles nuanced or aquiver, he often kneels, even with head to the floor. The familiar pounding of ''The Rite of Spring'' sets him into a frenzy of one-armed handstands and barrel turns in the air until he becomes a human screen for the rapidly revolving images projected on his body (an eye on his chest). 

There is something of the dying swan about this tormented creature, seemingly lost in the forest of a mind. He leaps to the final flute sound and disappears into blackness with the last chord. [...]

