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Y dear relatives and friends, we are glad 
to welcome you to our home in such large 

numbers on this joyful occasion, the fiftieth an- 
niversary of our marriage. So uncertain is life, 
so unusual is it for two souls to journey together 
so long, it seems to me we stand on holy ground, 
and as we pause, let us turn our thoughts back 
to childhood days. 

Caroline Rose was born in the city of York, 
Yorkshire, England, on March 2, 1829. With 
her parents, brothers and sisters, she sailed from 
the city of London, June 7, 1832, and did not 
land in New York until the 28th of August. For 

two years the family had no permanent abode, 
but in the fall of 1834 they came to Oswego and 
settled. 	In the following January her mother 
died suddenly. Here let us leave her to weep 
with her father, two brothers and two sisters, 
amid strangers and in a strange land. 

William Bullis was born in Sheepshead, 
Leicestershire, England, on November 2, 1826, 
and five years later sailed from Liverpool, with 



parents, brothers and sisters, for America. After 
a passage of nine weeks and three days, they 
landed in Quebec, and settled on Wolfe Island 
the same year. Bidding farewell to his family, 
he came to Oswego in September, 1843, and 

began to learn his trade of cabinetmaker. 
In the summer of 1844, while in conversation 

with a friend one Sabbath morning near a place 
of worship, a young lady accompanied by a 
little girl passed. 	Inquiring the young lady's 
name, my friend, who was acquainted with her, 
granted my request. This young lady we left 
about ten years ago weeping over a mother 
whose eyes were closed in death ; but through 
these years of toil, labor, and care, she has 
arrived at womanhood. As days passed, my 
thoughts were on that Sabbath morning and of 
her whose name I wished to learn. Why is it 
that in her I see my future wife and the feelings 
of my own heart responded to? Our acquaint- 
ance soon ripened, and in due time our arrange- 
ments for marriage were completed. 

On the afternoon of October i r , 1846, a beau- 
tiful Sabbath day, might be seen the Rev. Isaac 
Butterfield wending his way from the house of 

God to the home of Mrs. Jane Newman, a sister 
of Caroline Rose. This was his first Sabbath as 
settled pastor of the First Baptist Church of 



Oswego, when he was called upon to unite us in 
marriage. There were seven grown persons to 
witness the ceremony, of whom only Gen. T. 
Sullivan and my sister, Mrs. Hannah Banister, 
are now living. We are very glad to have my 
sister with us this evening, and sorry that Mr. 
Sullivan is detained by sickness. 

And now, ladies and gentlemen, please excuse 
me, as I wish to talk to my wife for a few minutes. 
My dear, fifty years ago we stood at the altar of 
matrimony and pledged ourselves to each other 
for life, to protect each other in sickness and in 
health. We have rejoiced together in prosperity, 
and when sorrow has overtaken us, we have 
wept together. In thus living we have tried to 
fulfill our marriage vows, and truly God has 
blessed us in so doing. To-night we look back 
over the years of our married life. Our family 
has numbered ten children, of whom three are 
with us this evening, but the absent ones, 'tis 
sweet to know, are gone where shadows fall no 
more. As parents we have tried to discharge 
our duties as well as possible, and I believe we 
have felt the responsibility of parents for the 
best welfare of our children. In love we have 

expected their obedience, remembering also, 
Provoke not your children to wrath," which 

we believe to be just and proper. There have 



been added to our family, our home and our 
hearts, two daughters-in-law, and these unions 
have brought to us nine grandsons and two 
gianddaughters, one of whom has gone where 
all tears are wiped away. 

Now, my dear wife, as we stand here this 
evening and look over our children and grand- 
children who are present with us, we can ob- 
serve them and feel proud, as we have great 
reason to be. The thoughts of the absent ones 
in a distant city are of us and the old home, and 
we know what their best wishes are. We want 
all our family to always feel our home is their 
home. Home ! ah, how sweet, how tender the 
word ! How full of the associations that thrill 
the human breast ! How deeply interwoven are 
the golden filaments of these associations with 
all the fibres of our affectional nature, forming 
the web of the heart's truest life ! Here are met 
those whom we love and call ours, and for such 

is a home. 
We have shunned not labor when it was due; 

we have worked with a good will for the homes 
we tried to make. We are thankful still because 
fires of love were 'kindled there that burn on 
warmly yet. 



So pleasantly the stream of life 
Pursued its constant flow, 

Since that Sunday we were wed, 
Fifty years ago. 

But now our course of life is short, 
And as from day to day, 

We are walking on with halting step 
And faltering by the way, 

Yet, as we linger, we may 
A backward glance still throw, 

To the day when we were wed, 
Fifty years ago. 

Yet still a secret, anxious dread 
Will sometimes cloud each mind— 

Which must face this world alone 
When one is left behind? 

But we must each submissive be, 
Believing God will ease the blow, 

And add more fuel to love's fire, 
Kindled fifty,  years ago. 

Ladies and gentlemen, if we have been worthy 
of the blessings you have bestowed and the re- 

spect you have shown us on all occasions, it is 
in a great measure, with the blessings of God, 

due to the influence and associations which you 
have always thrown around us, which have 

moulded and shaped our course through life. 
We have rnet you in social converse and for 
pleasure, and we know we were never disap- 



pointed in you. Your kindness did not stop in 
pleasure, but when sickness entered our dwell- 
ing, the presence of our friends has always-con- 
soled us. On all occasions you have been by 
the couch of our sick and dying with warm, 
sympathizing hearts and with willing hands you 
have administered to their comfort. The many 
kindnesses we have always x eceivecT from our 
friends on all occasions, we shall remember with 
gratitude and respect. Permit us to thank vou 
now for all your kindness in health as well as in 
sickness and sorrow. Please accept our heart- 
felt thanks for your tokens piesented to us this 
evening, and believe that the thoughts of your 
kindness will ever be remembered while life 
shall last. 

In conclusion, we will say we are proud of 
our friends and proud of our city, for we have 
seen it grow up from a little village to its present 
dimensions. We are proud of her fathers and 
mothers, of her sons and daughters fair. As 
English-born subjects, we are proud of the land 
of our birth, but we are prouder still of the land 
of our adoption ; yes, we are proud of ber 
stripes and stars and her field of blue, for she 
has nobly proved herself to be the home of the 
brave and the land of the free. 

WILLIAM BULLIS. 
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