
American Notes, Ch. XVIII: The President's House

"The President's mansion is more like an English club-
house, both within and without, than any other kind of 
establishment with which I can compare it. . . . My first visit 
to this house was on the morning after my arrival, when I 
was carried thither by an official gentleman who was so kind 
as to charge himself with my presentation to the President.

We entered a large hall, and having twice or thrice rung a 
bell which nobody answered, walked without further 
ceremony through the rooms on the ground floor, as divers 
other gentlemen (mostly with their hats on, and their hands 
in their pockets) were doing very leisurely. . . .  A few were 
closely eyeing the movables, as if to make quite sure that the 
President (who was far from popular) had mot made away 
with any of the furniture, or sold the fixtures for his private 
benefit.

We had not waited in this room many minutes, before the 
black messenger returned, and conducted us into another of 
smaller dimensions, where, at a  business-like table covered 
with papers, sat the President himself.  He looked somewhat 
worn and anxious, and well he might; being at war with 
everybody---but the expression of his face was mild and 
pleasant, and his manner was remarkably unaffected, 
gentlemanly, and agreeable.  I thought that in his whole 
carriage and demeanor, he became his station singularly 
well." --- Charles Dickens


