Guzmania ‘Fakahatchee’ by Butcher Nov 2015

We first see the reference to a variegated Guzmania tricolor in L. H. Bailey, Standard Cyclopedia of Horticulture 2: 1419. 1935. 

The next reference is:
Guzmania monostachia var variegata var. nov. Foster, Bromel. Soc. Bull. 3: 30. 1953.

A var. monostachia foliis albo virideque longitudinaliter striatis differt. 
Florida, Collier County, in Big Cypress near Deep Lake. 
Epiphytic on trees. M. B. Foster No. 2830 (Type in U. S. National Herbarium).

This variegated leaf variety of the only species of Guzmania native to the United States is a distinctive addition to the native flora of Florida. It is always a pleasant surprise to find a variegated species of bromeliad growing in the wilds of any country but this is the first record of so unique a thing occurring in Florida. The inflorescence is the same in this variegated leaf form as in the typical green leaf form.

This variety is quite evidently coming true from seed, although possibly not 100 per cent.

The plants were found on a number of different trees and could not have been vegetative growth from one sport.

Prof. Roy Woodbury of the University of Miami, Miami, Florida, first brought this beautiful variety to my attention in 1952.
In Smith & Downs (1977) we then see:

Guzmania monostachia var variegata hortus ex Nash in L. H. Bailey, Standard Cyclopedia of Horticulture 2: 1419. 1935; nomen illeg.; Foster, Bromel. Soc. Bull. 3: 30. 1953.

Leaf-blades longitudinally green- and white-striped. 

Bracts as in the typical variety. 

Type. M. B. Foster 2830 (holotype US), on trees, in Big Cypress near Deep Lake, Collier County, Florida, United States.

DISTRIBUTION. Known from the type collection only.

I had never looked at Flora Mesoamericana. 6: 1994 in depth and it was only in October 2015 that I started to look at it more closely and started translating from the Spanish. I found the following in Utley, J. F. Bromeliaceae. In: Flora Mesoamericana. 6: 139.1994.
19. Guzmania monostachia (L.) Rusby ex Mez in C. DC., Monogr. Phan. 9:905 (1896). Renealmia monostachia L., Sp. Pl. 287 (1753). TYPE: Antillas.

Guzmania monostachia (L.) Rusby ex Mez var. alba Ariza-Julia, 
G. monostachia var. variegata hort. Ex Nash.
I discussed this move with Eric Gouda and we decided to agree with John Utley in the synonymisation of G. monostachia var. variegata.  This is confirmed in The World Checklist of Selected Plant Families. More investigation was needed on the var alba. 

This left us with a problem because as far as we were aware the variegated plant was in cultivation in the USA and needed a cultivar name. We could use ‘Nash’s Variegate’ or even ‘Big Cypress’ but ‘Fakahatchee’ seemed more appropriate.
RIBBON CLERKS INVADE THE DEEP-DEEP GLADES by RALPH W. DAVIS in Bromel Soc Bull. 13(4): 77-80, 1963
SEVERAL YEARS AGO THERE WAS A WRITE-UP entitled New Varieties in the Bromeliaceae" by M. B. Foster which appeared in Vol. III, No. 4, July-August 1953 issue of our Bromeliad Society Bulletin, in which he described Guzmania monostachia var. variegata, saying this was the first record of so unique a thing occurring in Florida. Location, Florida, Collier County in the Big Cypress near Deep Lake. Collectcd by Prof. Roy Woodbury of the University of Miami in 1952. Of course, Dr. Henry Nehrling mentions this in his manuscripts, published by The American Eagle of Estro, Florida, many, many years previous to this, without location, reported only as in Dade County.

In 1959 I enjoyed the privilege of a quick visit to the "Gloat Corner" of Mulford's greenhouse and along with other Gloat Bromels was our Florida Guzmania monostachia var. variegata. It was nice, and from that time on, I had to collect this gem with my very own grubby hands.

As months went by, this bromeliad popped up in a few collections here in South Dade County. All the information you could get was that it was from the 'Glades’. Well, the 'Glades’ cover just quite a lot of square miles. Deep Lake was a starter.

One hot early summer day in 1961, I made a visit to my old friends, the Frank Muellers, who handle sport model guppies as a business and collect bromels as a hobby, to do a little lying about our pet subject, bromeliads. So help me, there, big as life, was another Guzmania monostachia var. variegata, in poor condition. Now wheels began to turn. More "lies" were told. Plans made. At 4:00 A.M. the next morning we were on the road, out the trail, then to the north and west of Fakahatchee Swamp about ten miles, which should be about due west of Deep Lake perhaps twenty-five miles. We parked the car, got out our swamp gear, checked Frank's compass for our location (Frank got his compass as a prize a few years ago in a box of Cracker Jack), and went in. The skeeters - small ones about the size of frying-sized chickens - were busy - new meat - fat tender old men. After about three hours going in, the skeeters got larger. Now they were the size of Christmas turkeys, only twice as hungry and

very ambitious. We had only gotten into Guzmania country, but we had to return to the car another three hours back in self defense. The Cracker Jack compass missed the car a good half-mile. We were all just beat, but good. The old Chevy sure did do a good job of getting us away from the maneaters.

Plans - maps - plane trips over the 'Glades - just plain lying - and more plans for after the hunting season of 61-62. We have a new crop of hunters now who shoot, then look. We didn't want to be one of that - "Oh, he looks so natural" kind. We both still like to see the sun coming up, and the sunsets are beautiful, too. We think we like it much better than having a halo.

At long last the invasion date was set, plans completed, our gear in order, and our weather was the driest on weather records. This was to our advantage because little or no water makes foot travel a lot easier. Our date set the hour: 2:30 a.m. found us up checking the last of our gear and water; everything in order, so we were off.

Eighty-five miles west on Tamiami Trail. At times the visibility was almost nil - fog and smoke - the dry weather was taking its toll in fires. At last, State Road No. 29. We turned north to Deep Lake. Here we left the pavement on a sand road due west; a few miles of this, then, no road. Only swamp-buggies had traveled here. We followed their trail another 4.8 miles to the end of trails and the edge of the big swamp - east side of the Fakahatchee.

From here it was on foot.

We checked our map that was made from the air. Yes, this was it. We should fine an east-west tram bed approximately one-half mile due west. Yes, we found our tram, and from here on, the going was ruff. Here indeed was a jungle, spotted with a few of the old original cypress still standing accompanied by a good crop of second growth cypress trees, but at the ground level, I saw acres of bamboo briars with a good crop of what we call locally "tiger bushes." This is a shrub seldom exceeding ten feet in height that bristles with thorns and once

you are caught in them, it often takes aid to help you get out. In covering this distance, oftentimes it is necessary to be down on all fours crawling through the game trails for as much as 100 feet because of the thick tangled mass of undergrowth. As we were covering this area, we estimated it as being approximately twenty miles wide  and forty miles in length, that is, twenty miles east and west and forty miles north and south, a great expanse of flat typical swamp country that the Florida Seminoles have long ceased to travel. However, at one time, their dugouts were quite at home in this particular area because of the abundance of game. We found panther, bear tracks everywhere. Bob-cats, coons and deer were most plentiful. Also, lots of signs of razorback shotes (these are often called wild hogs by ribbon clerks). As an audience, we had many of the "lulu" bird family, various owls, hawks and an old bald eagle in person. The more colorful family was well represented, too: orioles, buntings, warblers, redbirds, wood-peckers, wood ducks, Florida mallards, herons, ibises, curlews.

Four hours from the car, we could see through to open country, and after fifteen minutes more, we were in the bed of the old slough that runs north and south. Guzmania country for sure. A cathedral of all of South Florida's epiphytic plants - a common sight, ferns, orchids and bromeliads growing on the same tree.

We were now on the edge where huge cypress trees, Paurotis and royal palms grow. In the slough were red maple, pop ash, pond apples and cabbage palms, Tillandsia pruinosa and flexuosa, valenzuelana, tenuifolia, Balbisiana, fasciculata, Catopsis berteroniana, nutans along with Guz. monostachia by the millions. This slough, approximately one-half mile wide, and of which we covered only ten miles in twenty-six trips, is the real home of the Guzmania monostachia var. variegata.

From observation of several hundred of the variegated plants, I am sure this variegation is caused by a virus. We combed over thousands and thousands of seedlings of the green variety. Not one single seedling was variegated. All were green as poison. The variegated form was always on the end of a piece of stolon from 12" to 28" long; often the most beautiful variegated plant would sport a big healthy green pup. I am sure that this plant will never , come from seed in the variegated form as some people think, and they have not seen a single variegated form growing in the swamp. Distribution by seed is not conclusive.

At one place, we found a lake that was almost dry, only about 150' x 300' because of our present terrific drought. Normally, it would have been a very large lake. It was full of big 'gators. Never have I seen any 'gators larger than these, neither in the 'glades nor in captivity. No small ones here. Because of the shortage of food, the small ones had been served for breakfast to the big boys. Very few snakes were present. 'Gators got 'em, we think.

There were many signs of deer having served for lunch. On another trip, we found a small 'gator pond about 7 miles north from the big one. On this occasion, we had company with us, a Big Ivy League type of "Gym specimen", from California, who ribboned out on us before 12:00 o'clock - wouldn't even take a picture of the little lizards for Victoria and Thelma. But could he howl. "I'd give $2,000 for a scotch 'n' soda," and only last week, they had closed the bar there.

In all our trips we never did see any panther or bear, only plenty of tracks. We will never know how many saw us. Old ribbon clerks, too tuff for eating. Frank, my old swamp rat buddy, was always looking for a "dear", perhaps a Seminole type. Legend has it this was honeymoon ground for the Seminole braves in its original state. But the second growth since the lumber industry has removed the timber is so ruff and thick I doubt even a Seminole could go into it. So, poor Frank didn't find his "dear".

We had lots of fun, naming the trams into the swamp: Glen Trail, Gang Trail, Doctors' Trail, Ribbon Clerk Trail, Nothing Trail, etc.; all have their stories - like the Doctors' Trail.

One Sunday afternoon the doctors were at RARU for a visit before returning home. After a little lying about the Guz. monostachia var variegata, I said we were going into the Fakahatchee the next morning. I thought I was going with my old buddy, but the doctor says, "I want to go." Well, after lookin' him over - and he is a big guy over 6', I asked, "Doctor, are you in good physical condition?" "Much better than you," he said. I had heard that story before, but after looking him over again, it was agreed. Then he says his good wife always

goes where he goes. Wow! "What are you trying to do, doctor? No woman can make that trip." The good doctor says she can. His wife, a sweet little thing about 5 feet, but husky; "Oh, Lord! Save me from this," I thought.

Well, to make a long story short, we did all go, and I just want to say that the 17 to 19 hours it took us to make the round trip, with a loss of 8 to 10 pounds of weight by Ole Silent, the doctors both made without a whimper. In fact, the good girl wanted to know if we couldn't stay a little longer and come out in the dark. I take my hat off to a sturdy gal.

We did have an infestation here at RARU caused by these trips: chiggers (red bugs to you). After making several of these trips, I would throw my dirty clothes on the floor to dry before day, then take a hot soapy bath, fall into bed just dead. I still have to work for a living, so next a.m., up and at 'em at 6:00 a.m. I came home, this day, just beat. My Ruby, 5'1" all of 100 pounds soaking wet, was hot as a $2 pistol. Man, that woman can jar the ground when she gets hot, and she was hot. Our home was infested with 'Glades chiggers, brought in on me and my clothes. Our living room, 28 feet square, has a spread of water colors of bromeliads. We call it THE HOBBS WALL. The water colors were covered with chiggers. My Ruby had chiggers. Ole Bird, our parakeet was scratching. Good Girl, our black manx cat had chiggers. The house was infested.

"Those swamp trips gotta stop!" she says. And she is THE BOSS, don't you ever forget it. From then on, all 'Glades clothes were left outside.

Our rains have filled the old swamp to its usual depth of water now, so all the land we walked over is 4' to 6' deep in water. Perhaps that is a good reason all the Guzmanias there were high up on trees. None on the ground.

These trips brought back memories of old hunting trips we used to make years ago. Frank said one day, "I'll bet over the years, we have camped on more 'Glades swamps than most ribbon clerks ever collected on from their cars on the road side."

"Why the roadside, Frank?" I asked.

"Man, 500 yards from the road, and they are lost."

Well, everyone can't have a compass that was a Cracker Jack Prize.
