
Victor Diehl – from Rodney Diehl 
 
My Father, named after the town of Victor was a native of Victor and played with his two brothers, 
running under the wooden sidewalks, along the hill sides of the community.  They discovered the 
storage door to the local saloon and had quite a story to tell, after they sobered up.   
 
They would “borrow” a couple of mules and go fishing for a week or two.  Then, they would sneak back 
into town at night, unload the mules, then let them go, out of town.  The mules would wander in and no 
one would think that they had done anything but wander off to graze the rich summer grasses of the 
mountain.   
 
Stories of apple cider stored in the bedroom closet, in glass jars, that would be forgotten and during the 
summer heat, blow up.  All because the Diehl boys wanted to drink the “hard cider” that would form in 
the core of the frozen brew in the winter. 
 
My mother’s father, William H. Anderson was the treasurer of the local mining rail road.  He was hit 
while walking on the streets of Victor by a car that was out of control.  He died of head injuries later that 
month.  My Grandfather and my Great Grandfather were killed in mining accidents.  That was probably 
one of the major reasons that my father, Victor O. Diehl, left to go to N.C.R. school in Dayton with his 
wife of Denver, Mildred Elizabeth.  They had two daughters, Shirley Jean and Barbara Jean Diehl.  (I’ve 
lost track of the later, Shirley has passed when living in Denver. 
I never met any of them and only my uncles when I was very young. 
 
My parents ashes were scattered by a fishing stream near Victor.  After the ritual, my Sister Barb left and 
I stayed to watch an afternoon rain storm come over the mountain, give a purifying rain, and then mark 
their resting place with the tombstone of a rainbow.  They had left Victor and they were blessed when 
they returned on their final fishing trip into the mountains they so loved. 
 


