51 — SILAS MARNER

But Nancy’s Sunday thoughts were rarely quite out of
keeping with the devout and reverential intention implied by
the book spread open before her. She was not theologically
instructed enough to discern very clearly the relation between
the sacred documents of the past which she opened without
method, and her own obscure, simple life; but the spirit of
rectitude, and the sense of responsibility for the effect of her
conduct on others, which were strong elements in Nancy’s
character, had made it a habit with her to scrutinize her past
feelings and actions with self-questioning solicitude. Her mind
not being courted by a great variety of subjects, she filled the
vacant moments by living inwardly, again and again, through
all her remembered experience, especially through the fifteen
years of her married time, in which her life and its significance
had been doubled. She recalled the small details, the words,
tones, and looks, in the critical scenes which had opened a new
epoch for her by giving her a deeper insight into the relations
and trials of life, or which had called on her some little effort
of forbearance, or of painful adherence to an imagined or real
duty — asking herself continually whether she had been in any
respect blamable. This excessive rumination and self-question-
ing is perhaps a morbid habit inevitable to a mind of much
moral sensibility when shut out from its due share of out-
ward activity and of practical claims on its affections —
inevitable to a noble-hearted, childless woman, when her lot
is narrow. ‘I can do so little — have I done it all well?’ is the
perpetually recurring thought; and there are no voices calling
her away from that soliloquy, no peremptory demands to
divert energy from vain regret or superfluous scruple.
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