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SALVADORE “CHRIS” CHRISTIFULLI 
US ARMY 1948-1952 

 
There is a beginning page and an ending page for every life.  Everything 
else that happens in between, is an accumulation of experience in their 
lives here on earth. 
The beginning page of my life was when I took my very first breath of 
very cold air on a very cold day on February 3rd 1930, at 6:30 AM.  I was 
the healthy son born to Mr. & Mrs. Anton Christifulli, of Milwaukee, 
Wisconsin, and named Salvadore Christifulli. 

I grew up in a section of Milwaukee referred to as “Little Italy” for the 
first eleven years of my life.  We then moved to a much better section of 
Milwaukee.  Initially, it was hard for me to adjust to a different way of 
life, as it was about 90% different language, nationality, and culture.  I 

slowly adjusted to it and graduated from Fraternity Street grade school and moved onto my freshman 
year of high school.  

It was then that my parents decided to send me to a private school, Wayland Academy, in Beaver 
Dam, Wisconsin on a work scholarship.  After I adjusted to smaller classrooms and the speed of higher 
levels of education at Wayland, I graduated in late May of 1948. I was now ready to move and register 
for my freshman year at Carroll College, Waukesha, Wisconsin. 

However, I was not aware that I had to register for the draft.  This opened 
the door to the possibility that I might just get started on my Bachelor of Art 
degree and then be called up for active duty in the U.S. Military, which I 
didn’t want.  So I decided to enlist in the U.S. Army for what was called the 
“Truman Year”(which stated that if I enlisted for one year of active duty, 
followed by six years in an inactive reserve unit, I could not be drafted and 
would receive an Honorable Discharge.)  I agreed to the latter, and in late 
July of 1948, I officially took my Oath to the President of the United States 
and the U.S. Army. 

At this point, I found I could not join the Army until I produced my birth certificate to prove my name 
and age.  Since I had no idea where it was at home, it would be faster to walk to the Milwaukee City 
Hall and get a duplicate.  They had one with my Mother and Dad’s correct name, but my name on 
the certificate was Samuel Christfolly.  The only thing I could figure out was that my Grandfather 
furnished the information incorrectly to the registration clerk, as he spoke very little English.  Due to 
the timeframe involved, I used this information to save time so I could go in with my six buddies.  I 
went with them to Fort Riley for further  processing and on to Fort Lewis, where we took our Basic 
Training with the 2nd Recon Battalion of the 2nd Infantry Division.  Upon completion of Basic 
Training, I was assigned to the Headquarters Battery of the 38th Field Artillery Battalion.  I spent the 
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rest of my first year of active service as a supply clerk.  I was then 
transferred to another unit for the six years of inactive duty which was the 
Headquarters & Headquarters Battery of the 469th Field Artillery Battalion 
of the 5th Army at Camp McCoy in Northern Wisconsin.   

During the month of October 1949, a very important thing happened.  My 
roommate from Wayland paid me an unplanned visit, bringing with him a 
girl from Beaver Dam along with two other friends to do some Christmas 
shopping in Milwaukee’s larger department stores.  My mother asked them 
to dinner, and at the supper table, my Mother kept telling me to EAT - EAT 
in Italian.  I responded, “I will eat when I’m hungry”.  The young girl, then 
pointed a finger at 

me and said, “you should listen to your Mother, 
she knows what is good for you”.  A thought ran 
through my mind to empty my dish of spaghetti 
and meatballs over her head.  Needless to say, 
she made no points with me, and as far as I’m 
concerned, would never think of her again. 

I early August of 1950, I was notified that the 
North Korean Army crossed the 38th Parallel 
and the war had begun.  The 469th Artillery 
Battalion was activated and was scheduled to travel to Fort Sill by troop train the day after Labor Day 
to start  training to become a combat ready unit.  After a month and a half of training, it became 
evident that Korea did not have the infrastructure that could support our 240 MM cannons.  They 
would not be easy to move in the mountains of Korea.  So with our unit already activated, it would 

be more effective as a training unit to train draftees, officers, and 
ROTC on smaller pieces as the 105 MM and 154 MM as 
replacements for artillery personnel sent to Korea.  We had this 
duty for the next two years, when in May of 1952 some of us were 
Honorably Discharged and sent home. At this point, I wasn’t sure 
if I would continue to work for my BA or go to California. 

At this point I would like to inject the following as a true 
happening.  I wasn’t sure if God was intervening in my life. On May 
29th of 1952, a Sunday night when my buddies and I decided to go 
to the Eagles Dance Room, (it holds about 700 people). Stan 
Keaton’s band was all the rage and the featured Big Band.  We 
decided to go and listen to my favorite band.  After several hours, 
one of my buddies and I decided to call it a night.  While walking 

out to go home, I heard my name “Chris” called.  I looked in the direction I thought it came from.  
With all the noise of Stan Kenton’s Band playing, it was a miracle I heard it.  It was the same girl I 
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could not stand that came to my mother’s home for dinner, 
(do you remember her?).  I went over to her and her date, 
grabbed her hand and took her onto the dance floor.  After 
two dances, and as I walked her back to her date I told her, 
“if you come down tomorrow, we’ll be married by August.”  
She came down, and we were married by August of that 
year.  We had 60 and a half fantastic years when she died of 
cancer.  I still badly miss her, even after nine years.  My two 
daughters followed her.  One in 2016 and the other in 2022.  
Now they are all in God’s hands. 

However, I did get my BA, with my major in History and minor in Economics, and a teaching job 
waiting for me in September.  But, I believe GOD had other plans.  I took a part-time summer job with 
Ozark Airlines that lasted thirty one and a half years.  Fast forward in time, I started a company that 
was growing rapidly.  When my father died, I had to resign to take care of my mother for seven years.  
Then with the support of my brothers, placed her in an assisted living home where she died at ninety 
nine. 

Then one morning while shaving, I looked at myself in the mirror and said to the Lord, “if this is all 
that is left for me, take me home now.”  A thought rushed through my head, “Give first of yourself.”  
Without breakfast, I drove to DePaul Hospital and volunteered in their Emergency Room for 
seventeen years, and their sister hospital, St. Joseph West, Lake St. Louis for an additional thirteen 
years, totaling approximately 10,000 hours.  During the same time, accumulating 16 years of 
volunteering with SCORE (Service Core of Retired Executives) and five years in City of O’Fallon’s 
Seniors Advisory Committee.  Currently serving five years on the O’Fallon Veterans Commission 
hoping to retire from the latter in the next two years at the ripe old age of ninety-four, God willing!  


