Protesting by Picciotto

by

Eyes Right

Washington, DC   -  The 1600 block of Pennsylvania Avenue has some interesting residents.  Perhaps you are thinking of that couple in the White House.  Or maybe the occasional foreign dignitaries who spend the night in the Blair House.  Although the famous and powerful are indeed here, the most interesting folks, I would argue, are the residents of No House.

“No House” is located directly across from the White House on the northern side of Pennsylvania Avenue.  It is a tent structure occupied continuously since June, 1981 by two protesters, Concepcion Picciotto and William Thomas.  While one may argue with the basic premise of their protest (nuclear weapons must go so that the world can live in peace), you also have to respect their determination and staying power.  In just four months from now, these two will have spent 25 years, a quarter of a century, camped out, day and night, in every type of weather, protesting.  Both are not here continuously, but one seems to always be present.

Presidents have come and gone, Reagan, Bush, Clinton, and the current Bush, but Concepcion (or Connie, as she is called) has been a permanent fixture.   Most of her teeth are now missing, her face has what appears to be serious skin cancer, and she is frail, but this remains one very feisty individual.

Mrs. Picciotto called to me as I looked at her signs protesting the war in Iraq and nuclear weapons, “Bush is Hitler.  He kills babies. He is evil personified.”  It was challenging to decipher much of Concepcion’s tirade due to her very thick accent (she was born in Spain and came to the U.S. at age 18).  As I inspected her living arrangements (a small cot, covered with some tent-like plastic, a cooler for drinks, and assorted paraphernalia for subsistence living), she continued to castigate the U.S. government in general, and the President in particular.

Connie’s head is covered with a scarf which helps to contain her “helmet” – as she calls it.  She told me that she wears this device filled with aluminum wires to ward off efforts by the Marines to fry her brain with microwaves.  Having been punched by passers-by, harassed and spit upon by those who violently oppose her views, and arrested periodically by Park Service police, Mrs. Picciotto is understandably paranoid.  She is also animated and confrontational.  And that is why she is here.

After talking for perhaps 10 minutes, Connie decided that I was sincere and worthy od some of her hand-outs. She reached into a makeshift file and pulled out several sheets of paper explaining her anti-nuclear peace vigil.  Another was a newspaper article from 1988 about her life on the street in front of the White House. 

She also asked me several times to visit her website, http://prop1.org/conchita/    Apparently sometime during the past quarter century on the street, Connie and her patrons have had time to promote their beliefs on the internet.  I took a look at it when I returned home and found it to be rather disappointing.  One section details Connie’s personal life prior to her life of protesting, and it is not a pretty story, especially the sections discussing her estrangement from her Italian husband. In fact, the website confirms the impression you receive when meeting Mrs. Picciotto, that she is crazy as a loon.

But that is what is so special about our country.  You can be crazy, you can proclaim pretty much whatever you want, and you can do this around the clock for 25 years within throwing distance of the heart of our government.  Is America great, or what? 

I thought you might like to know.
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