 Srila Prabhupada in Butler, PennsylvaniaPRIVATE 

Scene One
Narrator: On September 19, 1965, Srila Prabhupada arrived in New York Harbor, Brooklyn pier and took a bus to Butler, Pennsylvania, about five hours away. He was met by Gopal Agarwhal and driven to his home. His father, a Mathura businessman with a fondness for sadhus had requested him to host the Swamiji. 
Prabhupada slept on the couch and the next day he took a room at the nearby YMCA and would spend the day at the Agarwhal's home. He would cook lunch for Gopal, his wife Sally and their two children, he would wash his clothes and speak to visitors.

Sally: He was the easiest guest I have had in my life because when I couldn't spend time with him, he chanted, and I knew he was perfectly happy. I knew he was never bored. When our friends would come, they were always smoking cigarettes, but he would say, "Pay no attention. Think nothing of it." That's what he said, "Think nothing of it," because he knew we were different. I didn't smoke in front of him. I knew I wasn't supposed to smoke in front of Gopal's father, so I sort of considered Swamiji the same. 
Our boy, Brih, was six or seven months old when the Swami came - and the Indians love boys. He was there when Brij first stood. Swami stood up and clapped. It was a celebration!
Pamela, our little girl, was three years old. She learned about Jesus in Sunday school, then when she would see Swamiji with his robes, she called him Swami Jesus. And this one time, when it first dawned on us what she was saying, Swamiji smiled and said, "and a little child shall lead them."
Swamiji spoke at the Butler Lion's Club, the YMCA and a seminary college and every night, he spoke to guests at our home.

Narrator: His stay in Butler had been helpful. He had gotten first-hand experience of American life and he gained confidence that his health was strong and his message communicable. He was glad to see that America had the necessary ingredients for his Indian Vegetarian diet and that people could understand his English. He had learned that casual, one-time lectures here and there were of limited value and that although there would be opposition from the established religions, people individually were very much interested in what he had to say.
  On October 18, 1965, he boarded a bus for New York City.

