TESTIMONY OF MICHAEL R. MEUSER, 1532 WILLIAMS VALLEY RD, GREENVILLE, CA

I drove through Greenville in the 70s to see the area where my great grandparents lived in Prattville. Prattville is now covered by Lake Almanor, but in the 1890s my great grandmother, Elizabeth Voorhees, painted a beautiful oil of Big Meadow (Lake Almanor before the flooding). This painting hung in the Oakland museum and eventually came to me. Sadly, it burned in the Dixie fire along with many other valuable keepsakes documented in our inventory. So, on this trip I vowed that if I ever got the chance, I'd live in Greenville. 
In 2010 my wife, Heidi, and I traveled through Greenville on our way from Eureka to Loyalton where Heidi's mom resided. Driving through I remembered my vow. We parked and took a walk down the beautiful tree lined Main st. 
A month or so later we made up our mind to move to Greenville and drove up to look for rentals. While waiting for a landlord, this guy drives by and asks if we are looking for a place? He directed us to our present homes which we rented and then purchased.
What a stroke of luck that day. Our new place had cedar, red fir, white fir, douglas fir, ponderosa pine, white pine and oak. It was a microcosm of what forests in the area used to be before they became predominately ponderosa pine with scattered douglas fir. 
There were terraces supported with rock walls full of flowers. Pathways and steps, where needed, were in place. There were two homes, one for us and one for visiting family and friends. Together we have 6 kids and 8 grandchildren. It was a wonderful refuge for them, a place to get away, and visit us. I will forever remember and mourn the loss of those times. Last person to stay in the second home was my son, Clint Meuser, who worked for the USFS. I depended on his help as I aged and loved his being there. Now after both homes were turned to ash, we are scattered. 
Winters were special. Heidi and I had faux sword fights with 4 foot long icicles. I looked forward to bundling up and snowplowing our driveway and paths. Snowball fights, sledding down our hill, snowshoeing - all fun. During the winters I enjoyed being a voluntary weather spotter.
I knew this would be my last home. I worked hard at making it just that. Springtime is the time for planting and building. I built a woodshed and a shop and began a greenhouse that I hope to complete in the future. My vegetable garden was doing well and protected with an electrified deer fence. I hope to get back to that as well.
As I worked around the property making it fire safe or sitting on my porch relaxing and enjoying the peace of mind it brought me, I more than once spotted a fire from our hilltop vantage point and called it in.
In Humboldt County I spent a lot of time with Yuroks helping to build the Blue Creek Ah Pah Yurok Village. I was very sad to leave the physical part of the project though I am still connected to it. My spirits were elevated when I realized that Greenville had a large Maidu and other Native American population. One of my first firewood outings in the woods I ran into Clyde Washoe, a Paiute. We became good friends and worked the woods together year after year until his death. Another friend was Frenchy mullens, a Concow Maidu. Used to love to hear Frenchy's stories about the old days growing up in Greenville. A lot of the Greenville museum was dedicated to the Mullins and other local Maidu families. The museum burned as well. All that history is gone. Fortunately, the Greenville Rancheria and church escaped the flames. Clint and I had a great day there fixing the roof for Pastor Robertha. I also found that I had a cousin in the valley. So many great memories.
We were evacuated from our home in Greenville on July 24, 2021. We first went to a shelter in Chester, CA and then went to Heidi's brother's home in Auburn, CA. The next weeks we watched in horror as the Dixie fire came ever closer to our wonderful place on this earth. Our hearts sank when I looked at the fire maps of August 4th and new that our place was gone that evening. A neighbor sent a photo of the destruction the next day. 
It's still hard to imagine what it must have been like. The destruction was so total. The death of the trees and the terror of the wildlife as the flames overtook them. Everything was ash and melted globs of keepsakes. 
Many oaks are dead. Approximately 20.

About 100 small to large mixed conifers were lost. Only a handful are left. Aesthetic and value to wildlife are much higher than counting up board feet. Approximately 60% of our trees were hauled away by PG&E to who knows where without our permission. This is OUR wood not PG&E's. Note that we worked for years thinning, limbing and burning to be fire safe.
From Gardnerville nv I have made approximately 30 trips to our home. At first to just look and weep, then to go through debris looking for anything salvageable. I found very little. Next was to be there during the cleanup, debris removal and to attend meetings. Later I met with a well guy and our well was repaired for a cost of $4,500. He did not complete the job so I spent $325 on tools and supplies to finish up and another $700 plus my time and travel for a temporary pumphouse. Next I met with a guy from PGE about getting power restored but the work I would have to do was too overwhelming and the cost of a contractor is beyond our means. We did spend $336 on county permits for our eventual electrical hookups.
It's been nearly a year since we were evacuated from our home in Greenville and we still are not back. We've lived in 3 different places since then including Auburn with a brother, a campground in Taylorsville,CA and now in a 20 foot travel trailer in Gardnerville, NV. I am fortunate to have a son who bought us the trailer and truck to pull it. We hope to be back home soon.
I'll be 77 years old this October. I seriously worry that I may not live long enough to be back in a real home on our land. I sure hope that I am. Going through this has taken its toll. I had a stroke in March before the fire. It has slowed me down. I also have an abdominal aortic aneurysm that took a large jump in size leading up to and after the fire. Likely due to stress and anxiety. I find myself angry and crying often. I have been unable to see my doctors, given the distance from Gardnerville, NV. I do finally have an appointment with Dr. Schad in Quincy, 8/23 to catch up on meds and find a way to deal with this overpowering anxiety and depression. I feel and look much older than I did a year ago.
Post Dixie Fire - Continuing Hardship Due to PG&E Irresponsibility and Negligence
1. Dixie Fire

2. Cut our trees and took away. Then contact us offering to take trees they cut, trying to cover their tracks. I stopped crew hauling away but they already took approximately 50 trees that I would have used for lumber and firewood.

3. Make us pay for permits, pedestal, and meter boxes. Would not acknowledge that service from pole to 2 service meters was underground until I proved it.

4. Bogus settlement plan that provides for no punitive damages, no loss of personal property, no outbuildings unless they have a full foundation, nothing for expenses related to evacuating and living away from home, no allowance for pain and suffering due to their negligence and deducting from the settlement, any amount one may have received from insurance, making PG&E the beneficiary of insurance that they did NOT pay for. When we settle I want to be sure that PG&E is NOT the end beneficiary of our insurance.
We look forward to getting back. There are still a few trees to afford some shade. On every trip I bring food for kritters and seeds for birds. Speakin of birds, every year of our 11 years there we had jay nests and often were treated to seeing first flights. I loved the kritters. Every night a fox would visit and I'd talk to him. Occasionally the big bear that lived next door would amble through. Infrequently, a lion would walk the path below me. I'd talk to her as well. At times we'd have over a dozen deer visiting. Three big bucks called our place home in the summer. We would laugh at the rabbits going round and round, chasing each other. The flocks of geese were amazing. Eagles flew overhead at times. We loved the variety of wildflowers and the butterflies they attracted. A douglas squirrel took up residence and we loved to watch his aerobatics jumping from limb to limb. I enjoyed working in my vegetable garden. Now it, and all the rest, are gone!
