
Paul had introduced Dr. Robert Gale to the billionaire philanthropist, Armand Hammer before the 

Chernobyl nuclear meltdown occurred, but it was Bob Gale who convinced Dr. Hammer to offer help to 

the reluctant Soviets during the cold war.  It took some negotiation, but 4 physicians from UCLA would 

be allowed to travel to Chernobyl to perform bone marrow transplants for the victims of radiation 

exposure. Paul’s role was to perform the tissue typing of potential donors…himself. No technologists 

could accompany him.  Paul had not worked at the bench for many years and it was impressive to see 

him hard at work in the lab for long hours at a time, making cells, setting up trays, adding complement 

and dye and reading against his most reliable techs, while we boxed equipment and supplies to be 

shipped ahead. The lab was on adrenalin call for the frequent requests for additional supplies…as I recall 

the centrifuges on site were hand cranked, for example. Donors were recruited from families and 

volunteers around Soviet Union, but there were no great matches and no transplants really engrafted. 

Still, aside from the 30 or so who died before transplants could be performed, the transplants bridged 

the gap until the patient’s own hematopoetic systems recovered, so most survived. It was a success on 

many fronts. Back in the lab, we all felt very proud and important for our peripheral involvement in this 

amazing adventure.  There was a movie, Chernobyl. Jon Voight played Dr. Robert Gale. I don’t recall the 

actor who played Paul (although he was Japanese) and he had only one line…something like “I’ve got to 

get back and separate these cells…” I saw it on TV. 

Chernobyl accelerated the Navy’s funding of a National Marrow Donor Program (which had been 

percolating because of the risks to sailors on nuclear submarines). In Paul’s Scrapbook, he reminds us 

that the cold war ended shortly after his visit to Chernobyl and the Berlin Wall fell…were those all 

related to his trip? Paul became an overnight celebrity. He was attending frequent black tie events with 

Dr. Hammer and other elites. The celebrity did not seem to affect Paul at all, except he did buy a flashy 

new Mercedes SL because he thought the valets looked at him strangely when he would arrive at these 

events in a tux in his faded old Honda. I remember he dragged me out to the parking lot next to the 

Taper building at UCLA to show me his new car. I really was impressed at his leap from boxy Honda to 

sleek sport car and I asked him if he had driven it with the top off yet. He looked at me a little 

incredulously…“The top comes off?” 
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