Roy Ed Friese
In Ed’s own words: 
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To escape the great depression I enlisted in the U.S. Army and was sworn in in on February 11, 1941, my 18th birthday. I went by train from Seattle to Oakland, the on to Angel Island. We were shipped to the Philippines n the Republic March 30, and arrived in Manila on the 23rd of April. I was sent to E Battery, 60th Coastal Artillery Corps and sent to Corregidor for intensive recruit training. Then educated on the 1917 Sperry searchlight equipment. Later on we were given modern searchlights and sound equipment. 
On December 2nd we were shipped to Bataan at Little Bagio, made camp, and set up our 10 searchlight units around the tip of Bataan. Our war began on December 8th when we were attacked with bombing raids.

About 3 months later I came down with malaria and spent a week in the jungle hospital #2 Bataan. This left me very weak so I was fortunate in that when Bataan fell April 9th, 1942 our Co had us escape back to Corregidor.  The next few days were full of confusion. We spent time in Middleside Tunnel where it was very hot and humid. Major Massello then arranged for us to move to Battery Way where there were 4 ½ inch mortar guns. We fire3d on Bataan and received heavy combat fire. At first we had 3 serviceable of the 4 guns. The Japanese artillery fire and bombs reduced our guns to only one by the night of the invasion. 

#1 gun crew fired on the invasion barges until a 240mm shell wiped out that crew.
#2 gun resumed fire and another 240mm hit them.
#3 crew, which I was in, was next when the breach froze after 128 rounds were fired. 
Soon after that we were ordered to surrender.

We then move d to Battery Wheeler in fear of retaliation. The next morning we marched through Bottomside and Manila Tunnel to the 92nd garage where we were held hostage for the next 1-2 weeks – until the southern Corregidor forces were surrendered.

They took us on a ferry to Manila, then marched us 7 miles to Bilibid prison for a few days, then to Cabanatuan Prison #3 for 3 months, then to Cabanatuan #1. We labored there in the farm fields but crops were given to the Japanese guards and we were starving. Our diet was extremely sparse. 
On July 15, 1943 I was shipped to japan along with 500 other American prisoners on the Hellship Clyde Maru. We were the first in to the camp Fukuoka 17 which was a coal mine under the bay about 26 miles from Nagasaki, where we were forced to work as slaves.
We suffered pain from hunger, beatings, and all kinds of illness and diseases. The last few months of the war our diet intake was down to about 400 calories a day. I weight only about 100 pounds when liberated. I was 6’ tall.
After the Japanese surrendered, a friend knew of a sweet potato patch near the camp. We dug up a sack full and steamed them and ate several each day to supplement what the B-29s dropped us until we could be rescued out of camp. Awhile later a war correspondent (George Weller) came in to our camp and told us about the atomic bomb. He said there was an air base on the southern tip of Kyushu so a bunch of us went to the train station and demanded a train to Konoya. We arrived the next evening in time for chow – dehydrated food, but wonderful to us. I remember how amazed we were to see American men of normal weight instead of skeletons. 
The next day we to a C-40 to Okinawa, then a B-25 to the Philippines. We were kept at the 29th repo depo in Manila for a week or two before they could ship us home. I went by ship to Tacoma, WA. I stayed in Madigan Army Hospital for several months where my father and brother came to visit.
About 40% of the Americans capture din WWII in the Pacific never made it home. Though I think it was much more.
Fort some reason God spared my life over and over. I am so thankful for the many blessings He has given me. Japan is not the same country any more so I have been able to forgive them…but I can never forget my buddies who were left there, and I never will. They are the TRUE HEROES. 

NEXT:  Ed's account of a beating as told to Linda, Fukuoka Camp 17 Project Manager, April 2010 
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 One day Camp 17 POW Roy (Ed) Friese did not bow (he did not see the guard) so he missed the mandatory "rule" that a POW must bow and salute to all Japanese guards. Ed was forced to do a pushup (and hold it) on these steps of the guard house. 
(photo- left)

Then he was beat “….40 wallups with a club”. Walked (tried to walk or more beatings would occur) back to the barracks and then forced to work one day despite the injuries. Dr. Hewlett said to go and "...try to work in the mine one day and then I can get you off on sick leave, if you don’t try, they (Japs) will beat you again." 

 Note: Later Ed would break his hand to get out of working in the mine, work, so horrific was the slave labor forced on the POWs.
 Ed Friese and Bill Eldridge both spoke of memories of Camp 17 to Linda. One of their recollections was something they said they can laugh at now, but not at the time. They recalled the day a truck load of skinned dogs were driven into camp. 

Both men ate the dogs, they didn’t even think about it they said, as they were so starving for any kind of food. They told of POW Romaine, Owen W. (Sandy) who would not eat the meat.| The POWs were given “dog meat soup”, but Sandy took out the very tiny piece of dog meat and then ate the soup. 
About hearing of his liberation, Ed said, "I heard about the surrender of Japan from George Weller (war correspondent/Chicago Sun). But we knew something was going on because we did not have to go to the mines following the plume of smoke they saw.
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Photo: Ed in his tailored-made fatigues, pre WWII  
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Roy Friese (goes by Ed) & wife Lauretta at the 
Pacific War Museum, Fredericksburg, 
ADBC Convention San Antonio, Texas ~ 2009
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 Born Feb 11, 1923 

Deceased Nov 15, 2017 

Photo left- Roy, age 90
