We cavort about a little bit, all smiles and giggles over our success, and then it's back to work as usual, as Neil and Buzz prepare the LM for its final journey and I help them transfer equipment into Columbia. We also have to go through an elaborate vacuum-cleaning procedure to make sure that everything returning from the LM is free of loose dust 

or dirt. The microbe people have insisted on it, to keep any lunar bugs in the LM, and we go along with it as best we can, feeling slightly ridiculous. We also are pumping oxygen from Columbia into the LM and thence overboard, so any bugs would have to swim upstream to get into Columbia. Finally comes the punch line, the reason for making the trip. Buzz announces, "Get ready for those million-dollar boxes. Got a lot of weight. Now watch it." I have seen the two lunar rock boxes before, at the Cape: they are shiny little metal caskets about two feet long, built with a fancy sealing system that preserves the rocks in their original environment-the lunar vacuum~without exposing them to our atmosphere and any chemical modifications it might cause. 

Mter we get the rock boxes zippered inside white fiberglass fabric containers, I have a chance to quiz Neil and Buzz about those parts of their experience this back-side absentee missed. "How about that lift-off from the moon; what did it feel like?" "There was a little blast, then we started moving ... the floor came up to meet you ... maybe half a G or two thirds of a G." "And the landing was no problem, because as I understand it, the dust did not engulf you but sprayed out parallel to the surface, is that so?" "Yes." "And the dust can be light tan or dark battleship gray? What do you think it is ... basalt dust?" No commitment there. "Well, do the rocks all look the same?" No, there are differences, they say; some have "little sparkly stuff" in them, and they had time enough to take samples carefully from the most interesting specimens they could find. "Great, great ... man, that's beautiful ... that'll keep those geologists jumping for years." My curiosity about things geologic is easily quelled; besides, it is time to get on with other things, such as dumping the LM and heading for home. 

When the time comes to jettison Eagle, I flip the necessary switches, there is a small bang, and away she goes, backing off with stately grace. With her goes the probe and drogue, thank God, and I simply can't express my pleasure at not ever having to fool with them again! In fact, the whole LM has been nothing but a worry for me, and I'm glad to see the end of it. Neil and Buzz, on the other hand, seem genuinely sad: old Eagle has served them well and deserves a formal or at least a dignified burial. Instead, it is to be left in orbit, while Houston watches its systems slowly die. Then its carcass will be an orbiting derelict for days, or weeks, or months-until finally its orbit deteriorates and it crashes forlornly into the lunar surface. Just to make sure Eagle is out of our 

feet per second; at 1,370 feet, 9.8 feet per second, etc. While they are doing this, they must make certain they stay exactly on their prescribed approach path, slipping neither left nor right nor up nor down. John Young and I both know that fuel-guzzling whifferdills result if one is not extremely careful, and this is what concerns me now. The sextant is useless this close in, so I close up shop in the lower equipment bay, transfer to the left couch, and wheel Columbia around to face the LM. 

