The historical account of the Wildflower Festival (www.wasatchwidlflowerfestival.org/mission.htm) has me chuckling. While we did love to host parties at the Alta Lodge during slow periods of occupancy for everyone in town, like most things in Romantic Alta, the Wildflower Festival happened magically.

I believe it was 1996. A friend of mine was volunteering for Hawkwatch International and she took me to see the birds. They were amazing and I thought of the Golden Eagle that had startled me on a hike up Flagstaff recently, his six foot wing-span taking my breath away. It occurred to me that our small summer Alta population would love to learn more about the birds we have. 

Sunday volleyball was just taking off at the new Town Park. Since I completely stink at volleyball, I was spectating and basking in the sun. There was a hawk overhead. My friend LM was talking about flowers. Someone mentioned how great the park was and how we should come down there all the time, not just on Sundays. Another noted that those in the valley just don’t know what they are missing. Someone else said it would be fun to have a barbeque. We could have music, someone shouted before making the next serve. Wouldn’t it be fun to have a Wildflower Festival, came a suggestion from the crowd?

So we mobilized, had an ACE meeting that next week, we organized and the festival happened. It was one of the first ACE events and was entirely sponsored by the Alta Lodge. I made the event flyers on their computers, used their paper. Someone said we should not call it the 1st Annual Wildflower Festival but we just knew it would be a lasting tradition so this is what ended up on the flyers. I remember asking John Leavitt if the Alta Lodge would donate…everything. He rolled his eyes, said, “Whatever, Portia” and then took care of everything, as usual. We had Hawkwatch. We had a wildflower hike. We had music and food. We had families and friends and learned something about our ecology.

We submitted PSAs to the media outlets and posted the event on the Internet. The turnout was small but impressive considering the short time from inception to event. I remember Toby’s and Cassie’s children being so excited. I loved how the Leavitt family supported anything we wanted to do, not only financially but with their time and energy and passion. 

While the idea that a few crazy locals needed an excuse to have a party sounds pretty colorful, it was actually a tight-knit community of real friends wanting to share our beautiful environment, our flowers, our food, our musicians, our Romantic Alta with each other and the rest of the world. Oh and, like always, it was a great party too!

Sincerely,

Portia (Mitchum) Millet

Alta Lodge 1994-2000

