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Comers

 
TWO SUMMERS AGO I FOUND myself in the somewhat tenuous position of having to procure some songs for a new Rod Stewart album. When the word got out, my mailbox was flooded with literally hundreds of tapes. One of those, I remember, came in an over-large brown envelope. There was no return address, only a name scrawled in the upper left hand corner—Tommy Rock. "Sounds too much like Paul Simon," I thought after listening to a couple of cuts, and promptly dumped the tape into the "losers" pile.
Sometime later, while attending one of those very "in-crowd" parties, a pale, bespectacled kid picked up an acoustic guitar, perched himself on a stool and proceeded to completely blow away an entire room full of hardcore record industry people with a terrifying ten-minute epic called "Son of Sam." Before, anyone could catch his breath, the kid launched into a rockabilly tune, then directly into an upbeat Springsleen-ish number.
In case you haven't already gotten the punchline, the polite young gentleman who came up later and shook my hand in firm grip was Tommy Rock.
Tommy Rock is truly a man of many faces. The same fellow who prowls the streets of L.A. in faded dungarees and a coffee-stained raincoat appears on the cover of an English 45 called "Is It Love?" dressed in black leather and clutching a shiny telecaster. The same Tommy Rock

who wrote a song called "I'm So Sick of Disco," has just completed a tune for Phillip McLean (the newest Shaun Cassidy type and star of the Alice TV show) called "Disco Roller Skating." The same Tommy Rock who hangs out with Cher and is writing a screenplay with Charles Eastman (Little Fauss and Big Halsey) was, until recently, coming home to an apartment wallpapered with more than 500 rejection slips he'd gotten since his move here from New York. Is Tommy Rock, like the title of his tunes "a fake in a world of phonies?"
"Yeah, maybe so," Rock laughs, displaying more than a trace of his New York dialect. "I sure wouldn't be the one to say which is the real me. Like the song I have on Bomp, "Dancing the Night Away," is sort of a Roger Gorman version of a Fleetwood Mac tune. I've got some straight AM stuff, some punk stuff... it's all me. Though I will admit that I wrote the disco song to pay the rent."
Up until last month, Rock was paying the rent by working as security guard and bouncer at one of the sleazier Jack In The Box's in West Hollywood. "Actually, I loved that job," he says. "Everybody came into that place—pimps, prostitutes, car club guys ... I really learned a lot, plus I wrote a whole bunch of good tunes on that gig."
When Rock's cat messed all over his latest batch of rejection slips, he packed up and moved out of the Hollywood apartment, taking a place in Huntington Beach. He considered the act very symbolic, and perhaps it was. Last week, Rock scored a deal with Mushroom Records in Australia. He's also got the title cut on the new Mary Russell LP, and Mary Kay Place will, in all likelihood do one of his songs.
If ever there was a "comer," Tommy Rock is one. "Will you look at that walk," one of the women here remarked as he left the Weekly offices recently, moving at a fast clip, his raincoat blowing in the breeze. "That kid has Robert DeNirp beat to shit. With a walk like that, how can you lose?"
—Stuart Goldman
