
Underline all the conjunctions in the passage below.!

! I spun around till I was dizzy; I thought I’d fall down as in a dream, clear off the 

precipice. Oh where is the girl I love? I thought, and looked everywhere, as I had 

looked everywhere in the little world below. And before me was the great raw bulge 

and bulk of my American continent; somewhere far across, gloomy, crazy New York 

was throwing up its cloud of dust and brown steam. There is something brown and 

holy about the East; and California is white like washlines and emptyheaded - at least 

that’s what I thought then.!

! The bus arrived in Hollywood. In the gray, dirty dawn, like the dawn when Joel 

McCrea met Veronica Lake in a diner, in the picture Sullivan’s Travels, she slept in my 

lap. I looked greedily out the window: stucco houses and palms and drive-ins, the 

whole mad thing, the ragged promised land, the fantastic end of America. We got off 

the bus at Main Street, which was no different from where you get off a bus in Kansas 

City or Chicago or Boston - red brick, dirty, characters drifting by, trolleys grating in 

the hopeless dawn, the smell of a big city.!

! In the middle of the night I got up because I couldn’t sleep and examined the LA 

night. What brutal, hot, siren-whining nights they are! Right across the street there 

was trouble. An old rickety rundown rooming house was the scene of some kind of 

tragedy. The cruiser was pulled up below and the cops were questioning an old man 

with gray hair. Sobbings came from within. I could hear everything, together with the 

hum of my hotel neon. I never felt sadder in my life. LA is the loneliest and most 

brutal of American cities; New York gets god-awful cold in the winter but there’s a 

feeling of wacky comradeship somewhere in some streets. LA is a jungle.!
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