
Jim was born March 1, 1929, the son of Alfred John 
and Hjerdis Berjet (Groalid) Puls, Sr., in Dubuque, IA.  
He graduated from Dubuque High School.  On 
February 5, 1955, Jim married Lois Arlene Steward.  
She preceded him in death.  He was employed as a 
financial banker until his retirement.  

Those left to cherish his memory include his sons, 
Michael (Dianne) Puls, Dallas, TX, Lowell (Donna) 
Puls, South Bend, IN, and John (Sheila) Puls, 
Geneseo, IL; grandchildren, Bryan (Wendy) Puls, 
Leah (Heath) Suthers, Daniel (Rachel) Puls, Tyler 
(Ellen) Puls, and Katie (Jared) Puls.

Jim was preceded in death by his parents, Alfred and 
Hjerdis Puls; his loving wife, Lois Puls; grandsons, 
Garrett Puls and Jeremy Puls; siblings, Alfred, Robert, 
Jean, William, and Charles. 
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ADIOS
(A Poem That James Had Selected For This Occasion)

I burned them all, my dearest friend, the lines that you to me had penned
the lines you took such pains to write, I gave them to the flames last.

Each one a rainbow when it came, reduced to ashes by a flame.
Each word a pearl to which I clung.   Each string of pearls became unstrung.

But here I burned them one by one.   Before the fatal deed was done,
Before I lost forever more, what meant so much, but now no more;

I scanned their contents one more through, the sweetest words I ever knew.

I thought perhaps that there might be the slightest possibility
That in my unbecoming haste, some gentle word had phone to waste.

I even read between the lines in hopes that something there I’d find.
Some hidden meaning yet unseen, a hidden prop on which to lean, 

In hopes that something there I’d fine.  Some hidden meaning yet unseen,
a hidden prop on which to lean, in hopes of something there I’d missed,

a line perhaps that you had blessed.

But a careful search availed me nought, and quickly to my senses brought
a sense of undeservedness.  I cast of all reservedness and firmly took them 

one by one, an instant’s pause – the deed was done.

An upward trust of a fiery tongue a flash of flame, the knell was rung.
A silent prayer as my head I bowed, my soul was ready for its shroud.

A Funeral Service To Celebrate His Life
Wednesday, June 29, 2022 | 11:00 a.m.
Sunset Memorial Gardens Mausoleum

8800 North Alpine Road
Machesney Park, IL  61115

Officiant
Pastor Violet Johnicker

Casket Bearers
Michael Puls
Lowell Puls
John Puls
Bryan Puls
Daniel Puls
Tyler Puls

Memorials May Be Directed To
University of Iowa

Holden Comprehensive Cancer Center
200 Hawkins Drive

Iowa City, IA  52242
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