Extract
Of course, I would only say these things to you.

When I’m out of the corner, I’m just like Proust:
long-winded, proper, and awfully pleasant.

Proust knew how to bore his publishers to death.

He stretched out the topic of insomnia to over 17 pages, in his all-consuming oeuvre:
“In search of lost time.”

Beating about the bush and as the empathetic insomniac, Proust’s thoughts turn to his time as a boy in his parents’ home.

Aah. The ambiguous fascination of sleep to the child:

Is it the feared darkness of monsters? Or the comforting never-never-land of safety? 
It all depends on where you are when you’re asleep:

One’s bed can be frightening, but the back-seat of the car late at night is a desirable hibernation. 
Charles Dickens wrote a short essay on insomnia, called Lying awake.
It’s a tidy little essay.
He quotes Benjamin Franklin, who gave roughly this advice to insomniacs:
Take your pyjamas off, shake up your bed-sheets and duvet, walk around the room naked until you start to get really cold, and then you’ll suddenly want to get into bed and fall fast asleep.

But Dickens, not dabbling in politics but merely in human nature, and though tidy as a writer but ponderous as an organiser of bed sheets, finds it hard to be so practical.

Instead, he relies on common humanity and thinks about three people who are not dissimilar:

Her Majesty the Queen of England, Winking Charley (who was the local vagrant at the time) and himself. I quote what Dickens had to say:

“It is probable that we have all three committed murders and hidden bodies. It is pretty certain that we have all desperately wanted to cry out, and have had no voice; that we have all gone to the play and not been able to get in; that we have all dreamed much more of our youth than of our later lives; that – I have lost it! The thread’s broken.”
The truth? We all have to be naked, we all use the bathroom, we all struggle to fall asleep.

Dickens eventually turns to the social issue of crime and punishment in the metropolis.

Isn’t it comforting to know that Dickens worried about correctives for crime in the middle of the night? In particular: The pros and cons of whipping as a form of punishment. How much better hard labour would be, he thought, and a diet of bread and water. No meat, no gravy, no chocolate.
And then, still not able to fall asleep, he gives insomniacs the ultimate advice:

Go for a long night walk in the cool night air, Dickens says.
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