History highlights of Vida Rayl written by her on December 10,1993 

On a cold day in January some sixty odd years ago, a child came into the world. Born of goodly parents, and in a good time. It was in a log cabin with a sod roof located on a homestead in eastern Utah. Utah has been my home all my life. As a fifth generation Mormon, I gained my testimony of the gospel at my mother's knee, drawing from hers until my own grew stronger. I grew up on the stories of my pioneer ancestors who had crossed the plains with the second company of Brigham Young. They had been in the Church ever since there was a church. 

One of the stories that means a lot to me was of the time that Brother Brigham spoke to the Saints after the Prophet Joseph Smith had been slain. My great grandmother was there as a little child with her parents. They testified that the mantle of the prophet had fallen on Brigham Young. As a young child I didn't understand and I wondered if he had been hurt. What a testimony it has been to me later in my life to realize that my ancestors had been a part of the early church, that they believed in it and had sacrificed for it and that they knew both Joseph Smith and Brigham Young.

My father was a convert and not a citizen of this country. He was of English and Scottish parents. He was born in Apia Samoa. The family was living there at the time the missionaries found them. Over a period of time they were all baptized. My father was a young man and he made the decision to come to the States, following the missionary who had baptized him. He settled in the Castle Dale area and it is there where he met my mother.

They lived there for a few years. Then the homesteaders owned the Uintah Basin. They saw this as an opportunity to get land, hence more pioneering. It was a hard life and after about 25 years, my father died. I was seven years old and the youngest child.

Many hardships came for my mother at this time. My older brothers were hardworking men and they basically finished the house my father had planned. We moved into it when I was about ten years old. That house still stands but the log cabin is gone. I lived there until I was married, except for the times when we lived in Salt Lake City.

My mother came here to work in the winters and I attended Granite High School for one year. I also returned here after high school to work. I lived in the Kimball Apartments at 150 North Main. I thought it was pretty nice. This was my town then. My Church was here and the prophet Heber J. Grant lived here. My father knew him and had been to see him.

World War II ended while I was working here and my youngest brother came home from the war. I hadn't seen him for almost three years so I quit my job and went home to be with my family. I stayed there until I married.

I met my husband through my sister who as a young missionary had taught the gospel to his mother. She kept in touch with her all through the years. After the war the family moved to Utah and my sister took me along when she went to see her. Later she told me that she didn't know any of the other boys I knew but she did know this one because she knew his mother. I always respected my sister's knowledge and opinion so we were married in January on my twentieth birthday. That will soon be 47 years ago.

We have raised six children and we are very proud of them. They are living good lives. They are scattered across the country. In fact, it had been quite a while since we have had them all together at the same time. It’s always a joy to visit them in their homes. And we love having them come to us. We have eighteen grandchildren, eight girls and ten boys. We are proud of them also.

Our mission call has been a unique thing for us. It came at a time when we hadn't thought of doing such a thing. We overcame all the stumbling blocks we had and here we are. We were advised we could live in our home and drive to and from work, one big block. Then we seemed to be swept along into the spirit of the thing and it has been a wonderful experience. We work at the Utah State Prison. Some people have a problem with that. We never have. They are doing a good work there. Besides all the family history they do, their lives are being helped and the men are making changes. I am thankful to be a member of this Church. And I am thankful to be a part Of the Family History Mission. It is a saving principle of our Church.

The Spirit of Elijah is here and is causing many to seek their dead. Not only our members but many non-members, less actives, and such. Less active people are returning to activity.

I pray always to be a good example to those I work with. I love the Lord and I love the gospel. I know it's the true gospel on the earth today.

I say this humbly in the name of Jesus Christ, amen.

Additional Comments by Jackie Bloomfield 

Over the next 18 years after completion of the church mission, two more grandchildren were added. On the final list today of great grandchildren is 35 and growing.  She loved all her family and they were very important to her.  She would have dearly loved spending more time with them had they not lived all over the place. Picnic gatherings in her back yard were common with family and friends. Many will miss that. She had a talent for sewing and made many wonderful things until she wasn’t able to do it anymore in her final few years.  She had a great wit and strong attitude. She told you how it was whether you liked it or not. Her only dream was that all her family would choose the right. That is her legacy and I hope that all who knew her will follow in her footsteps of faithfulness to the end.

