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The Number Four was lean and sleek,

She rode the slopes of old Pikes Peak

A Mighty Mountain Climbin' Machine

Cog and piston, smoke and steam

They built her light to save on weight

An iron horse for human freight

So city folks could catch a view

From high above the Manitou

There's many parts to engineer

Between a boiler and a pinion gear

They say the rods that drove her wheels

Was made of insufficient steel    

Smoke and steam raged out her stack

As she pushed them tourists up the track 

Another day-ride on the Peak

but  Iron rods began to creak

And so one day a rod cracked through

And then another broke in two,

Caught like pole vaults in the track

Liftin' pinions off the rack

That locomotive bucked and hopped

They say they almost get her stopped

But in the end she couldn't stay

The Number Four, she run away

Tourist coach has its own brake 

Bumper car for safety's sake

Took their stop, and saw their sight
Glad they’s on the uphill side

but  An Iron Horse weighs fifty tons

Momentum's tough to get undone

the  fireman and  the  engineer

Give it up and jumped out clear

A locomotive rolling free

An iron horse in full stampede

Homeward for the barn descends 

Jumps the track around the bend

That was when she tried to fly

she Somersaulted through the sky     

And fell to earth with a thunderous roar:

The last flight of the Number Four.

Shattered lay her dark remains

Never more to push a train.

Left behind her legacy:

Stronger rods on the One through Three

but The Number Four was lean and sleek,

She rode the slopes of old Pikes Peak

A Mighty Mountain Climbin' Machine

Cog and piston, smoke and steam

