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      M. Cheryl Anderson-Butler 1985, Director of Alumnae Relations 
 
 

“Here is a Christmas "tradition" I started with the birth of my first child…In an effort to make the true meaning of 
Christmas more tangible for a child, We began to do the following; We hang a special stocking for Baby Jesus. The 
"gifts" we put inside are our private notes of promise to him each week of Advent. Our Christmas day dessert is a 
birthday cake for Jesus. Each year we read aloud a Christmas story - not just the biblical one but those such as 
"The Christmas Gift".  
 
Another story is told by our first child - daughter. When she was only about three, when we thought she and her 
sister were sound asleep, we began to play Santa. Unbeknownst to us, she had tip-toed down the hall and watched 
us for awhile, realizing that we were Santa and that the gifts would arrive anyway. She didn't tell us this for a 
long time. the worst part, however, was that she told her sister in the morning, which we were also unaware of. By 
the time she was 5 she admitted she didn't think Santa was real so I told her all about Saint Nicholas and how he 
started the tradition. We still hang Jesus' stocking and bake a birthday cake even though our daughters are 29 
and 31! “Merry Christmas!    
Karen Benjamin Donner 1965  
 
 
“My parents, sister and I immigrated to California from Argentina just before Christmas when I was four years 
old—not to escape poverty or repression, but simply because my parents were seeking greater opportunities for 
future generations.  Unfortunately, when our assets were transferred, there was an error at the bank, and the 
money was mistakenly transferred to Anaheim, Germany, instead of Anaheim, California.  Over the Christmas 
holidays, the mystery had not been solved, so our little family found itself alone, in a strange new country, with no 
funds for celebrations.  My mother informed us that there would be no presents, and no visit from “Papa Noel.”  
A kind neighbor had mentioned that unpurchased Christmas trees were usually left on the lot by Christmas eve, 
so the four of us left to pick up our scrawny little tree.  When we returned, there was a huge box on our 
doorstep—it was beautifully wrapped in festive paper with a large bow on top, and there was a tag on it that said, 
“Merry Christmas from Santa Claus.”  Such joy!  Dad brought it in the house, and we set about opening our gifts 
that night, as was our custom in Argentina.  There were decorations, too—brightly colored bulbs and tinsel, and 
we had fun making our “Charlie Brown” tree into a symbol of beauty and hope.  One gift was a little train set, 
complete with a track and a wind-up key.  My sister and I spent hours watching it go round and round, carrying 
assorted trinkets that we placed in the cars.  Years later, our children played with that train set, and one day, it 
will provide entertainment for our grandchildren.  Looking back, I realize, while I was only four, that Christmas 
experience taught me a great deal about generosity, hope and the beauty of simple celebrations with family..” (see 
recipes)   Diana Ahumada Hanyak 1975 
 
 
 

 
“My memories are remembering my wonderful friend, Mary Mc Donald. The fun 
times we shared, they all came back to me when I saw her smiling face at our 30th 
reunion! Youth and time pass so quickly! Having my own daughters, I realize how 
important your close friends are and how easily you can let distractions and life take 
that away from you when you graduate. Cherish those friendships don't let them 
die, they got you through those crazy years of H.S., and they will get you through 
anything else that life throws at you  God, friends and family- they are with you all 
the way! 

       Love you Mary- you will always be in my heart!”   XO  Eileen     
Eileen Reyes Miller 1977 
 
 
“My mother and father came to California in 1957 from Maryland on their Honeymoon and never went back.  My father 
took a job with Ford Motor Corp. and my mom got a teaching job.  They bought a house and started their family the next 
year.  They had no family here but lots of wonderful new friends that we would spend time with on the holidays.  On 



Easter morning, Thanksgiving morning and Christmas morning before we could enjoy the day we had to go to a local 
shelter and take food and gifts for the less fortunate.  While all my friends were home in their pj's playing with all their 
new stuff we would be at a shelter making sure others were taken care of first.  As a child I was resentful but as a young 
teen I learned how grateful I should be for all that I had.  A mother and father, a beautiful home full of wonderful things 
and food on the table every night.  I new I had to carry this tradition on with my own husband and children.  I am 
thankful my children are always happy to wake up and take care of someone else first.  They are both now very giving 
and wonderful young adults.”  

Martina Brody Beebe 1978 
 
 
“We have a large family, and every Christmas, our parents asked us to gather all of our money, coins and dollars 
and place it all in our stockings. On Christmas morning we would take the money from our stockings and bring it 
to church with us. During the mass offertory and collection, we would give over our money from our stockings.” 
Bernadette Perkins 1980 
 
 
“Christmas for me, always began with Advent.  Each night during Advent we lit the candle(s) before dinner and 
read of the coming of baby Jesus. As a small child it was a challenge to understand how one baby was so 
important. Through the years it became very evident that to celebrate the birthday of Jesus meant so much more 
than the Santa wish lists, and baking cookies. This is not to say that we didn’t immerse ourselves in the traditions 
of Santa, his reindeer, and the elves who made our presents. I wrote letters to Santa, even received a reply one 
year. I marveled when I found a jingle bell on the sidewalk outside our home. I was a true believer! Today I 
continue to celebrate Christmas and all it’s lore, but more importantly, to recognize Advent and rejoice in the 
faith of the true meaning of Christmas. It is something to behold not just during the holiday season, but all year 
long. I am blessed with this tradition handed down from my parents as a young child. ” 
 Cheryl Anderson-Butler 1985 
 
 
“My family always has a formal Christmas Eve dinner, which I usually have a big hand in preparing.  We invite 
my aunt and cousins and any other family that is in town to come over.  We can have anywhere between five and 
twenty-five people over on any given year.  After dinner we catch up with each other and munch on desserts until 
it's time to go to Midnight Mass.  After Mass, we go back to our house to open presents.  By that time we're all 
hungry again, so we end up having a second dinner before going to bed!  Christmas Day is spent playing with our 
presents, watching movies and carefully going over the newspaper to decide what we're going to buy the next 
morning!”  
 (see recipes)   Nicole Llido 1997 
 

 
Greetings dear alumnae and students near and far, 
    My work with Connelly gardens and the Bolsa Chica docent tours has kept 
me so busy that I haven't prepared my long overdue letter, or family Christmas 
letter yet, or a fancy invitation.   BUT I do plan to bake breads and cookies (for 
school and gifts to send out of state) on Saturday December 15, and also on 
Saturday December 22 (as gifts for family and neighbors.)  So on both days, 
the 'Heron Kitchen' will be open from 9:00 until 5:00, to stop by for a quick 
snack, or to knead or shape some breads, decorate some cookies, make some 
guava spice jam, or to stay all day and do all of the above!  Alumnae from 

previous decades--you are welcome to bring your children if they are old enough to help, or young enough to stay 
in one place!  I'd love to see you and meet them, but remember that this is a real workshop!                                                                   
      
 
It has been fun seeing and hearing from a number of you chemists and garden alumnae and current students this 
year, and I hope to see and hear from many of you this holiday season.  My address is still 17422 Lido Lane, 
Huntington Beach (north of Slater, west of Edwards), and phone is still 714-842-5619. Hoping that all of you 
have a Happy Holiday season, and a very healthy and prosperous 2008.             
Margaret Carlberg AKA Mama Nucleus 
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Cranberry Streusel Coffee Cake 
Ingredients: 
Streusel 
3/4 cup brown sugar 
1/2 cup flour 
1 tsp cinnamon        
1/4 cup butter 
 
Cake: 
1/2 cup soft butter 
1 cup sugar 
2 eggs 
1 tsp vanilla 
2 cups flour 
1 tsp baking powder 
1 tsp baking soda 
1/2 tsp salt 
1 cup sour cream or plain yogurt 
2 cups cranberries 
 
Directions: 
 
Preheat oven to 350 degrees. 
 
For struesel: 
Mix together brown sugar, flour, and cinnamon.  Blend in butter until crumbly.  Set aside. 
 
For cake: 
Cream butter with sugar until light and fluffy.  Beat in eggs, one at a time.  Stir in vanilla. 
Mix flour, baking powder, baking soda, and salt.  Add to creamed mixture, alternatively with sour 
cream  
or yogurt. 
 
Spread in a greased 9 inch tube pan. 
 
Cover with cranberries, and sprinkle the streusel on top. 
Bake for about 55 minutes. 
 
Remove from pan, and serve warm. 
Diana Ahumada Hanyak 1975 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
Crockpot “Death by Chocolate” 
(takes about 10 minutes to prepare, and one second to rock!) 

 
 

Ingredients: 
3 ½ cups packed brown sugar, divided 
2 cups all purpose flour 
12 tablespoons baking cocoa, divided 
4 teaspoons baking powder 
1 teaspoon salt 
1 cup whole milk 
4 tablespoons butter, melted 
1 teaspoon vanilla 
3 cups chocolate chips, any variety 
3 ½ cups boiling water 
 
VANILLA ICE CREAM OR WHIP CREAM ON TOP 
 
1. In a bowl, combine two cups brown sugar, flour, 6 tablespoons cocoa, baking powder 

and salt. 
2. In another bowl, combine the milk, butter, and vanilla; stir into dry ingredients just until 

combined. 
3. Spread evenly into a 3 quart or 5 quart slow cooker, either coated with Pam or 

(preferably) with a liner sprayed with Pam.  Sprinkle with chocolate chips. 
4. In a bowl, combine the remaining brown sugar and cocoa; stir in boiling water.  Pour 

over batter; do NOT stir! 
5. Cover and cook on HIGH for 4 hours, or until a toothpick inserted near the center of 

crockpot cake comes out clean. 
12-16 servings 
Anne Seymour-Carruthers 1975 
 
 
 
 
 

 

      QUADRUPLE CHOCOLATE CHIP COOKIES 
 
 This recipe is adapted from a Food Network recipe.  I used the best ingredients    available, 
since this was all I was giving as a gift.  You can make close to four dozen nibbler-size cookies 
with this recipe, so it goes a long way.  In the end, people offered to pay me to bake them more 
cookies! 

  
1/2 cup (1 stick) unsalted butter  
4 ounces unsweetened chocolate, chopped (I used Scharffen Berger) 
4 ounces semisweet chocolate, chopped (I used Scharffen Berger) 
1 cup packed light brown sugar  
1 1/2 cups granulated sugar  
1 teaspoon pure vanilla extract  
4 large eggs  
2 tablespoons buttermilk  
1 cup all-purpose flour  
1/2 cup natural cocoa powder, (Scharffen Berger again)     
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon        (cont.) 



1/2 teaspoon salt  
11 ounces (1 bag) semisweet chocolate chunks (I used Schokinag Chocolate Baking Chunks - they're delicious!  
You can find them at Williams Sonoma.  They're not cheap, but they're definitely worth it.  Plus, the can comes in 
12 oz sizes, so you can snack on a few while you're making up the recipe.) 
 
Position racks in the lower and upper third of the oven and preheat to 325 degrees F. Line 3 baking sheets with 
parchment or silicone mats. (If you don't have 3 pans, simply cool the pan between batches.)  
  
Put the butter and the unsweetened and semisweet chocolates in a medium microwave-safe bowl. Heat at 75 
percent power in the microwave until soft, about 2 minutes. Stir and heat again until melted, up to 2 minutes 
more. (Alternatively, put the chocolates and butter in a heatproof bowl. Bring a saucepan filled with an inch or so 
of water to a very slow simmer; set the bowl over, but not touching the water, and stir occasionally until melted 
and smooth.)  
   
Stir the light brown and granulated sugars and vanilla into the chocolate mixture with a wooden spoon. Add the eggs and 
buttermilk and beat vigorously until thick and glossy.  
   
In another bowl, sift the flour, cocoa, cinnamon and salt together. Add the dry ingredients to the wet and stir until 
just mixed. Be careful not to over-stir.  Stir in chocolate chunks.  
   
Drop the batter in heaping tablespoons onto baking sheets--a small ice cream scoop is ideal for this. Space the 
cookies about 2-inches apart. Bake until the cookies set but are soft and fudgy on the inside, 12 to 15 minutes.  
   
Cool cookies on the baking sheet for 5 minutes, then transfer to a rack to cool completely. Serve.  
   
Store cookies in a tightly sealed container at room temperature for up to a week.  
Nicole Llido 1997 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Happy New Year from the Connelly Community and  
the Alumnae Ambassadors – HoHoHo! 
 


