
The Life Story of Carol Malcolm  
 

I was born in San Francisco in 1945 to devoted 30-year-old parents. We 

lived in Daly City, CA, with a little dog and a very important tabby cat. I 

was a happy kid, and life was carefree. 

 

             
 

When I was 9, mom died. She was 39. The next year, Dad died. The light 

went out of my life for awhile. 

 

I moved to SF’s Richmond district to live with dad’s older brother and 

wife. They had no children and one Chihuahua. The three of them 

adopted me. Life was formal. 

 



I started Argonne School in 6
th
 grade. Mrs. Watson was a young and 

pretty teacher whose warmth and savvy made me feel like I belonged and 

mattered. I didn’t obsess about what was lost and left behind until about 

20 plus years later. 

 

The piano has been my life-long friend. I started piano and dance lessons 

at age six, and the piano lessons kept going for 11 years. My dad had 

been my biggest fan and promoter.  

   
From Dad I inherited perfect pitch. He was a steel guitarist and former 

ballroom dance instructor for Arthur Murray. His main job was self-

employed plumber and being a dad. He was a native San Franciscan with 

an array of colorful friends who I found absolutely fascinating as a child. 

    



During my years at Presidio Junior High and George Washington High 

School, I practiced piano two hours daily. I appeared in numerous solo 

recitals around the City and was featured on a KPFA radio broadcast at 

age 14. At 16 and 17, I auditioned and was chosen twice to participate in 

Master classes at CA State Music Conventions. My fame ended there. 

 
 

I never became a concert pianist. I had no desire for a public life. I 

performed well, had excellent training, and did not like competing. I had 

no stage charisma. 

 

I had always been an “A” student in school. I wanted to go to college and 

did. Mom had been raised on a farm in New Mexico, and had not had the 

chance to go very far in school. I remembered it was important to her that 

I have a better education. She was very smart and considered pretty by 

everyone. From her, I inherited blue eyes and brains. 

     



I had no “career” goals. I pictured myself being educated, getting 

married, weaving my life into my husband’s life/career, raising cats, and 

somehow fitting music into the mix. 

 

I entered SF State College, got married on my 20
th

 birthday, continued 

classes, graduated with a BA in English/Language Arts in 1969, and 

worked secretarial jobs throughout it all and for years afterwards. I 

became very close to my husband's mom. We had much in common. 

 

In 1970, our daughter was born. We lived in a family friend’s ramshackle 

converted chicken house in the hills of Tamalpais Valley. It was a 

peaceful beautiful area with perfect weather. I did lots of cooking, sewing 

and being a mom. After four years we moved to San Rafael. 

baby shower 

 

In 1978 I got a divorce. I moved to Sonoma County in 1980 and stayed in 

the Santa Rosa area for 12 years. I loved the area and met my second 

husband there.  

    



The 80s were filled with outdoor fun, tiring typing jobs, and memorable 

partying. My hair "went" extremely blonde. One of my daughter's 

boyfriends thought I looked like Debra Harry. I wasn't sure what to think. 

 

In 1992, at age 46, I graduated from Sonoma State University with a 

second BA in Music/Composing emphasis.  

    
We moved to Oregon that summer. We lived in a well-used 20-foot 

motor home with two cats while my husband built our house. It took 

forever. We spent Thanksgiving Day at Home Depot store looking at 

light fixtures, and the following winter in the snow under a tarped motor 

home. 

 

The 90’s were a sobering time period. I adjusted poorly to living in a new 

state.  All my elders were dying one-by-one in California. I wasn’t well 

myself and wasn't sure I would ever be, and my daughter was living far 

away in a college dorm room on a campus experiencing considerable 

civil and political disruption. 

 

I ran up a lot of long distance phone bills, watched TV, and depressed 

myself reading many “how to do it” self improvement books (guaranteed 

failure). 

 



In the late 90s, my health improved. I composed, arranged, made 

“homemade” piano recordings, and took computer music classes at the 

local community college. 

 

   
 

In 1999, my husband died.  The cat died two months later. 

  

In 2000, I became a self-employed piano teacher at the age of 55.  In my 

early adulthood, I could never picture myself teaching anything, and as an 

older adult, I could not remember how I had learned to play piano as a 

beginner. I was afraid I would not like teaching and that I would be a 

failure. I was wrong on both counts. 

   
 

I started my final (I think) clerical job at age 60. It lasted three years. 

 

Since 2010, it has been motherhood, Medicare, and music all the way. 

For the past 12 years, I have been performing solo piano at our hospital 

for their “sounds for healing” program. I play baroque/Renaissance 



recorder (flute) at community events with two early music groups. We 

play the top hits from the 1500-1600s. 

 

 
 

I am happiest playing piano music for myself and in low key settings 

(pun unintended).  I play everything from pre-Bach to Brickman (New 

Age).  I write an occasional arrangement for my recorder groups and have 

dabbled with my own piano instruction materials, doing special 

arrangements for one elderly piano friend and a few younger students. 

  

As a child, I absorbed my dad’s enthusiasm for his favorite pianists: 

Liberace, Carmen Cavallero, George Gershwin, and Victor Borge. They 

were pioneers in taking classical themes and melding them in ways that 

reached a more "popular" audience.  I have tons of old sheet music with 

photos that keeps me closer to remembering my dad after all these years. 

 

These days, I'm spending a lot of time with my daughter, a talented artist.  

I am “grandmother” to a beautiful Norwegian Forest cat. It was fourteen 

years ago that the cat, Hercules, arrived unannounced on my doorstep. It 

was love at first sight, and I was adopted…once again. This time for love.  

           
 



 

My life continues with surprises. 

 

 Reunion 2004 

 

    
Halloween 2008          

 

    
68th birthday                Hope to have many more . . . 

 

   


