


Dear Aunt May,

Today I have had such an amazing day. Papa and Mama took the whole family to 
the beach at Ramsgate! Yes, all that way and we went by train. It was such a pala-
ver leaving the house. Cook piled high a huge picnic basket and Mama was over-
loaded with her cape- for fear it should rain, her gloves- for fear she caught the sun 
and her parasol to shelter behind if the wind should blow. We took the carriage as far 
as the railway station. There, the crowds were immense, for the beautiful weather and 
the bank holiday had drawn many people to take the same trip. Eventually, with the 
help of John, who left the horses so that he might carry our bags, we found our-
selves a railway carriage and piled the racks with our belongings. Brother Henry 
insisted on bringing various gardening implements so that he might dig in the sand and 
there were also parcels of towels in case we should decide to bathe. Mother was 
shocked at father’s suggestion that he might nude bathe with the other men at their 
separate area of the beach. She suggested that a bathing machine might be more appro-
priate.

The train made a fearful amount of noise and smoke crept in through the window as 
we went through tunnels. The darkness made little Sarah cry. Finally we reached 
Ramsgate and piled from the train. Father ran to find a hackney carriage to take us 
to the beach and finally, as the horse trotted forward, we saw the sea. How we all 
squealed with joy and how the sun shone on the waves making the scene so perfect.
The beach was already quite crowded but we found a place to establish ourselves and 
when the chairs arrived all was complete. Father had paid to have them fetched from 
a nearby hotel. We girls were content to promenade along the sand, watching a Punch 
and Judy show and listened to the hurdy gurdy player. We held our parasols aloft 
and our bonnets in place to keep the sun from reaching us. Indeed, had it not been for 
the gloves we had brought, I fear that we might have had very pink hands by the end 
of the day.  Little Sarah went right to the sea edge with Mama and dabbled her 
toes, though she did complain that the water was very cold. Henry set about digging up 
the beach then father took him for a donkey ride which he enjoyed very much.

The picnic was a triumph. We had cold chicken and ham with pickles and cook had 
baked small bread buns. The cakes and lemonade were delicious. Papa bought a bottle 
of beer from a vendor on the beach and we had small packets of roasted chestnuts. 
Ramsgate itself is a fine town and we finished off our day with a tray of tea at a tea 
shop on the promenade. 

On the return train journey the little ones slept but I sat dreaming about how it must 
be to live at the seaside all the time. It was quite dark when we reached home and I 
was very glad to fall into my bed. 

Promise me Aunt May that you will come to visit us before too long because I 
would like to tell you more about my day.
Your loving Niece,
Julia

Ramsgate Sands - Life at the seaside

Key Stage 1: History - Going to the Seaside 

Key Stage 2: History - What was it like for children living in Victorian Britain? 

KS1
What did this letter tell you about going to the seaside in Victorian times? What things are the same 
as now and which are different?

Send two postcards from the seaside 

On one card draw a picture of the beach in Victorian times using Frith’s painting and this letter for 
ideas. On the other side of the card, write about the Victorian day. 
On the second card, draw a picture of a beach today and write on the back about a day at the sea-
side now.

KS2
This letter might be written by a young lady on the beach in the picture Ramsgate Sands. Is her 
experience of a trip to the seaside like yours? 

Write a letter to Aunt May telling her about a day trip you have made 

Where did you go?  How did you travel?  What did you see and do? 
What did you eat?  How did you feel about your day?
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