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Stevenson’s Monterey 

Charles Warren Stoddard continued the diary of his visit 
in Monterey on July 24, 1905 with the following 
notations. “This is certainly my most interesting day this 
far. After luncheon at The Monterey, I wanted to see 
Jules Simoneau, Stevenson’s friend. I walked up to the 
Monterey Square - which is in a triangle. I looked for 
Simoneau’s old restaurant where Jules Tavernier, Joe 
Strong, Julian Rix, Fred Somers and I used to dine before 
Stevenson’s day – just before. 

I have thought of writing a sketch for the ‘National’ to 
be called Stevenson’s Monterey. In such a case dear old 
Simoneau must shine in it. I have also feared that he 
might suddenly go out like a candle that has burned to 
the socket and that no time was to be lost. I enquired at 
the hotel as usual could find no one of the aborigines 
that could remember anything worth recording. From 
those whom I have seen – Spanish – no one remembers 
anything of R. L. S. The more recent residents seem not 
to care about him or the old landmarks. I now, after a 
word with Simoneau himself know that his old 
restaurant is or was, in the same building where the 
baker now is. 

“Even the native-born Mexican sheriff whose mother 
was born here before him could not in the least 
enlighten me as to the history of Monterey ancient or 
modern.” 

Harry Greene introduced Stoddard to a young 
Englishman - fresh from Oxford - who knew the editor 
of the ‘Monterey New Era’. He knew Monterey past and 
present and best of all according to Stoddard he knew 
Simoneau. He told them just where to find the 
gentleman and together they climbed the hill. 

“It was growing warm – the sun was out and the sky 
beautiful. As we turned into Van Buren street, a 
suburban street, I asked at the foot of the steps that led 
to the verandah of the little house, if we could see Mr. 
Simoneau. A woman talked some Spanish which told 
me that Simoneau was within, but as he was an invalid, 
he could not very well go forth and would we enter and 
behold him. We did. In the corner in a rocking chair sat 
a little old man, rather poorly dressed and with a faded 
felt hat upon his head. Small of stature, thin, feeble – so 
feeble that he seldom goes outside the garden gate. His 

complexion of a fresh ruddiness, his hair gray, his eyes – 
blue and dancing. His voice and hearing are excellent. 

I entered first and introduced myself. He at once said, “ 
I remember you very well’, and at once began to hunt 
among the books upon a what-not at his side where 
was a copy of ‘In the Footprints of the Padres’ which 
had been given to him by the publishers. (Stoddard was 
the author of this book.) He fingered it and turned to ‘A 
Memory of Monterey’ where he laughed merrily as he 
said: ‘You write that my place is wide open. Yes, they 
were good times. Monterey was the home of 
Bohemianism!’ He laughed again when he recalled the 
article Fred Somers wrote for the ‘Argonaut’ and Joe 
Strong illustrated. He was especially amused at Joe’s 
illustrations of the busy hour in the business center of 
the city three men sitting on a rail between hitching 
posts, whittling. 

He said of himself:” I am not sick, I cannot complain; I 
am 85 and I do not expect to live much longer. I do not 
worry; I do not wish for anything I cannot have; there is 
enough to eat and to drink, I am a great-grandfather 
and I am a philosopher.” 

The next few moments of the interview were taken up 
with a request from Stoddard for a picture of Mr. 
Simoneau, who finally found one and autographed it 
with an air of pride. The he spoke of the Monterey he 
came to 30 years previous (1886). “I thought it was 
dead; all dead and forever; and that no one ever came 
to such a place unless he had committed murder in his 
own country and wanted to bury himself alive. But I 
soon took the fever myself and was as lazy as the 
largest of them. Just now, there is a boon on (1905), but 
I do not think it can last.” 

Mr. Stoddard reports that Simoneau was most cordial, 
sympathetic, and entertaining. Sometimes his voice 
shook with emotion. He was very much alive though 
very feeble. He looked very fondly at the books of 
Stevenson - the first red covered Scribner’s edition – 
not a complete set – yet he added “Mrs. Stevenson, 
when she was here a few weeks ago, said she had not 
so many of these books as I have.” 

The books all had faded backs and were much worn, 
Stoddard reported in his diary. Simoneau also showed 
the visitors two of the books with an affectionate not to 
say enthusiastic inscriptions. He also showed letters 
form R. L. S. and said, “It would not be honorable to 
publish them, not gentleman-like.” 



When the visitors left, they begged Mr. Simoneau not to 
rise but he would do so, Stoddard writes in his diary: 
“And even when we passed out of the garden which 
was almost a jungle of flowers, he appeared on the 
verandah and waved a hearty farewell and saying with a 
strong voice: “Come again, come again.” 

“I want to go there again some afternoon with a bottle 
of good French claret and share it with him and hear 
and have a royal ? for he is the heart and soul ? and for 
the friend of ? R.L.S. of Stevenson’s Monterey” So ends 
that days recording in Stoddard’s diary. 

(Last paragraph is extremely difficult to read) 


