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The photo above shows the room in Bent’s Old Fort where 
Susan Magoffin is thought to have stayed in 1846. 

 
By SUSAN MAGOFFIN 
Excerpted from her diary 
July, 1846            
   
 
Susan Magoffin was the first Anglo - American woman to go west on the Santa Fe Trail.  
Her diary is rich with detailed observations of almost everything she encountered.  
 
When Susan was 18, she married a businessman 27 years her senior, and for their 
honeymoon, they moved to Santa Fe to open a store. The Magoffins stayed at Bent’s Old Fort 
during the peak of the excitement over the War with Mexico.  In the summer of 1846, the fort 
was a staging ground for Stephen Watts Kearny’s army of the west - poised to invade Mexico 
by way of Santa Fe and the Rio Grande River. 
 
 
Thursday July 30th.  Well this is my nineteenth birthday!  And what?  Why I feel rather strange, not 
surprised at its coming, nor to think that I am growing rather older, for that is the way of the human 
family, but this is it, I am sick!  strange sensations in my head, my back and hips.  I am obliged to lie 
down most of the time, and when I get up to hold my hand over my eyes.  
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This seven-foot-tall bronze statue of 
Susan Magoffin was unveiled in El Paso, 
Texas in April, 2012. 

There is the greatest possible noise in the patio [yard].  The shoeing of horses, neighing, and braying 
of mules, the crying of children, the scolding and fighting of men, are all enough to turn my head.  And 
to add to the scene, like some of our neighbours we have our own private troubles.  The servants are 
all quarreling and fighting among themselves, running to us to settle their difficulties; they are 
gambling off their cloths till some of them are next to nudity, and though each of them are in debt to 
mi alma for advancement of their wages, they are coming to him to get them out of their scrapes. 
 
Jose, out principal Mexican about the camp, and my maid Jane, have had a cat and dog difficulty, he 
says he can’t stand it and she puts on airs, does her business when and how she pleases, leaving a 
part of it for me to do, and here we have it, in addition to all this the Dctr. comes to tell how his men 
have treated him, therefore we have our own and our neighbours trials to encounter. 
 
The fort is crowded to overflowing.  Col. Kearney has arrived and it seems the world is coming with 
him.  Volunteers are under his command now only as he, on his arrival dispatched them under Capt. 
Moore ahead, for the purpose of repairing fifteen miles of the road called the Raton, a bed of rocks 
impassable for wagons, of which there are a goodly No. to pass. 
 

Three Indian warriors came in today;  they belong to a 
large war party of the Arrapaho Indians who are they 
say some sixty miles off.  They are believed by the 
company to be spies, though they come rather with the 
appearance of trading. 
 
With the intention of awing them a little Mr. Bent and 
others are about taking them down to the soldiers’ 
encampment.  They hesitate rather saying they have 
“two hearts on the subject; one of which says go! and 
the other says don’t go”!  They are cunning people, and 
no doubt ‘twould be a rich treat to hear, on their 
returning to  their tribe, their graphic account of the 
American Army “the white faced Warriors.” 
 
 


