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Downtown LA has changed. A lot. 
There are tons of new, hip, healthy, 
young, and seemingly employed or  
in school people swarming around 
the Arts District. 

There are new restaurants, breweries, and even a rock 
climbing gym (next to the gun club) to accommodate them. 
The used syringes have been swept from the sidewalks, 
the gangbangers are gone, and the dumpsters have been 
hidden away to prevent diving. It’s all good change from 
the standpoint of safety and livability until you need to pay 
the rent or find a parking spot. Regardless, there is a lot of 
cool stuff going on down there.
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I still have close friends who live in the Arts District. So 
it’s not uncommon for me to go out with the boys and have 
a swimmingly good time partying and starring in my own 
private version of “Jackass”. Tony’s is a good choice because 
Maria who runs the taco cart across the street is still there. 
I hope she doesn’t get squeezed out. Closing time comes 
fast when you’re drinking, brawling, and flirting. Nothing 
puts me in a better mood than walking back to Factory 
Place in exactly that state of mind. And that’s where I met 
Sergio.

I wish I were built like “Jack the Pumpkin King”. Alas, 
I will never really be able to wear skinny jeans. So when 
a tall, pencil thin hipster mounted like a scarecrow on 
top of a skateboard came rolling along with his totally 
cool friends while masterfully playing the flute, I was 
immediately mesmerized. The grinding, scraping sound 
of the board on pavement against the whimsical, delicate 
sound of the classical flute was sublime. What could be 
more wrong and more right about this winning combo? 
Add to that the tall, thin, stick like figure sporting the 
ultimate haircut and moustache gliding along silhouetted 
by the 2 am streetlights in the ultra urban environment. 
Get the picture? I had too. 

 
The grinding, scraping 
sound of the board on 
pavement against the 
whimsical, delicate sound of 
the classical flute was sublime.

Add to that the tall, thin, stick-like 
figure sporting the ultimate haircut 
and moustache gliding along, 
silhouetted by the 2 am streetlights  
in the ultra urban environment.
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After I introduced myself and told Sergio that I wanted 
to shoot him, we exchanged numbers and decided to meet 
at his loft. It turns out that he took over the unit from a 
well-known artist named Mike Russek. I knew Mike from 
living in the building years ago and had seen things go 
down in that loft worthy of another blog post. Like the 
time we partied with the pornographic clowns from the 
show Mike mounted in the downstairs gallery named 
Transcend. So while walking into Sergio’s space I felt a 
bit like Jack Nicholson walking into the ballroom full of 
ghosts in “The Shining”.

Things change and the studio is now all Sergio. The 
first thing I realized was that I was dealing with a very 
real and talented musician and performer. The set up of 
the loft was relaxed, full of revealing art work, and most 
important a place for creating music. Sergio owns and uses 
a wide variety of instruments. Several guitars and ukuleles, 
keyboards both newer and vintage, saxophones, flutes, toy 
and experimental instruments, revolve around the space. 
Situated like a ground control station in the center of the 
room was a computer with monitors and sound capture 
equipment. Sergio floated from one of these instruments 
to the next handling each with skill and ease always landing 
at command central. My first impression of Sergio and his 
loft is one of relaxed discipline. I could just feel the passion 
he has for his work and his love for living a free and open 
life. This is a winning formula for making creative work 
and the type of person I love to collaborate with.

Eventually a real rain will wash the scum and filth from 
the downtown LA sidewalks. For now, you can shop in 
high-end boutiques while getting a whiff of urine from 
behind a stray pile of garbage. And the Arts District does 
indeed still have artists. I’m happy to live the best of both 
worlds. Life is literally about transformation. I guess 
that’s why I do what I do. Always trying to capture and 
encapsulate that one sublime fleeting moment of pure 
magic. I

Sergio floated from one 
instrument to the next, handling 
each with skill and ease, always 
landing at command central.


