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who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain,
and {lipp’ry Step, the Bottom of the Steep.
Angels their Failings, Mortals have their Praife;
while Hese, of Corps ethereal, fuch enroll’d,
and fummon’d to the gloripus Standard foon,
which flames eternal Crimfon thro’ the Skies.
Nor are our Brothers thoughtlefs of their Kin,
yet abfent; but not abfent from their Love.

Micnaer has fought our Battles; Rarm a® fung
our Triumphs; GasrR1: L on our Errands flown,
fent by the SO V'REIGN: And are thefe, O Man !

tHy Friends, thy warm Allics ? and Thou (Shame burn

thy Cheek to Cinder!) Rival to the Brute 2

Religion’s All, Defeending from the Skies
to wretched Man, the Goddefs in her Left
holds out #bis World, and in her Right, the nexs;
Religion! the fole Voucher Man is Man;
Supporter fole of Man above himflf;
Ev'n in this Night of Frailty, Change, and Death 3
{he gives the Soul a Soul that a&s a God,
Religion! Providence! an Afier- State!
Here is firm Footing; here is folid Rock;

this can fupport us; all is Seca befides ;




