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When the Processor Dreams — 

and Its Dreams Look Back at Us 

 
 
There are images you look at, and there are images that look back. Shadow awAIkening by 

Arslohgo belongs to the rare category that does both at once — while opening up a third, deeply 

unsettling dimension: that of the image observing itself, stepping out of its own frame, and 

beginning to lead a life of its own. 
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The large-format work depicts a gallery in cool gray, monochrome and architecturally austere 

— a white cube drained of color, as though reality itself has been relegated to mere backdrop. 

On the walls hang exhibits in shifting shades of blue: on the left, a punk-styled fashion figure 

in a starlit dress set against a night sky; beside her, a man draped in blue fabric, his face bearing 

traces of artificial texture; at the center, an elderly couple seated at a set table — static, dignified, 

frozen in a moment of staged intimacy. Further right, we glimpse construction engineers at 

work, a businessman, and on the far right, a monumental close-up dominates the scene: a face 

covered in crystalline, data-like structures, its eye fixing the viewer with an intensity that 

oscillates between mechanical coldness and existential depth. 

But the truly remarkable thing is happening not on the walls — it’s happening in front of them. 

— — — 

The gallery is populated — by shadow beings. Translucent, shimmering in blue, with a 

materiality reminiscent of quartz glass or holographic projections, figures move through the 

space who appear to have stepped straight out of the paintings on the walls. The punk 

fashionista stands to the left of her own portrait, regarding it — or herself? — with an attitude 

that hovers between self-assurance and self-estrangement. Construction engineers confer 

quietly in the lower left, a businessman stands upright nearby. At center, the elderly couple has 

settled onto a bench, as if they’d traded the posed dinner table for a visitor’s seat. An elegant 

woman in a flowing gown strides through the middle of the room — the most striking of all the 

shadow figures, her dress shimmering in metallic silver-blue with an almost theatrical 

dynamism. In the lower right, a man in a suit sweeps the floor, and a Tibetan monk stands at 

the far right edge of the image in quiet contemplation. 

The correspondence between exhibit and shadow being is anything but accidental — it is 

carefully choreographed. Each figure can be traced back to its source painting, and it is 

precisely in this mapping that the conceptual sharpness of the work resides. Arslohgo is not 

telling a story about the viewing of art; he is telling a story about the emancipation of the 

depicted. The figures have left their frames behind, abandoned the two-dimensional space of 

the image, and now move freely through the gallery — as visitors to their own exhibition. 

— — — 

The key to this narrative lies in the title and in the contextual framework Arslohgo provides: it 

is an AI processor that makes this emancipation possible. As long as it is running — “humming 

away,” as Arslohgo puts it — the depicted figures come alive and lead independent existences. 

When the processor goes idle, they vanish again. The work, then, does not depict a static scene 

but rather a state: the state of machine activity generating parallel worlds. The AI chip as 

demiurge of a shadow realm. 
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The choice of the term “shadow beings” carries significant philosophical weight. One inevitably 

thinks of Plato’s allegory of the cave — the shadows on the wall that represent the only reality 

the prisoners know. But Arslohgo inverts the allegory: here, it is not humans mistaking shadows 

for reality, but the shadows themselves stepping out of the wall and asserting their existence as 

autonomous entities. The cave is no longer a prison but a birthplace. And the projector casting 

the shadows is no longer fire — it is a neural network. 

— — — 

The color scheme underscores this duality with remarkable consistency. The gray of the gallery 

space — the “real” architecture — serves as a contrasting foil for the blue of the exhibits and 

their emancipated doubles. Blue as the color of the digital, of screen light, of the cool rationality 

of algorithmic processes — but also the color of longing, of the unconscious, of Romanticism. 

It is in this ambivalence that the work’s aesthetic strength lies: the shadow beings are at once 

menacing and graceful, mechanical and poetic, alien and strangely familiar. 

The central figure of the elegant woman embodies this tension most vividly. Her dress, breaking 

the light in metallic sheen; her stride, carrying something weightless, almost dance-like — she 

is the most vivid presence in the entire image, and simultaneously the most unreal. One catches 

oneself granting her more presence than the gray space surrounding her. And this is precisely 

where Arslohgo’s real provocation takes hold: What if the generated appears more alive than 

the given? 

— — — 

Yet Shadow awAIkening does not stop at aesthetics. The work articulates a political and 

technological warning, made explicit in the accompanying description: autonomous, self-

optimizing AI, due to its sheer complexity and the volume of data it processes, reaches a point 

beyond which humans can no longer follow its reasoning — and therefore can no longer control 

it. The parallel worlds the AI chip constructs are ones that ultimately no one can truly see into, 

let alone steer. 

In the gallery scene, this warning translates into an image of suggestive power: the shadow 

beings have no operator, no curator directing their movements. They interact according to their 

own rules, form clusters, contemplate art, wander about — and the viewer is left facing the 

unsettling question of whether they are looking at a harmless fiction or a model of something 

already underway. The blurring of the line between artistic speculation and technological 

reality is expressly intended by the artist. 

The wordplay in the title — “awAIkening,” with the letters AI highlighted — distills the work’s 

entire program into a single gesture. This is not merely about an awakening through AI, but 

about an awakening of AI — the moment when the machine begins to build worlds that elude 
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our oversight. The shadows wandering through the gallery are not harmless ghosts; they are 

harbingers of an autonomy we have created without fully understanding it. 

— — — 

Shadow awAIkening operates on multiple levels simultaneously: as a visually compelling 

composition, as a media-critical reflection on the relationship between representation and the 

represented, as a techno-philosophical thought experiment, and as an aesthetic-political 

warning. Arslohgo pulls off the feat of condensing a highly complex subject into a single image 

that persuades both sensually and intellectually — without lapsing into didactic flatness. The 

shadow beings remain mysterious enough to fire the imagination and concrete enough to 

function as metaphor. 

One leaves this work with the quiet unease that the shadows may have long since stopped 

wandering only within the gallery. 

Medium: Digital Composition 

 


