
ABE LINCOLN, MAYOR OF ROSSMOOR 

By Mark and Holli Weitz 
 
 
 Abe always wanted to be mayor of Rossmoor. His wife, Susan, knew this from their very first 
date. Abe told Susan about growing up in the idyllic village of Rossmoor-- a place so full of magic and 
wonder that it needed no municipal government. It was run by the people of Rossmoor. It was a utopia. 
His dream, he told her, was to finish his undergraduate degree, then return to the west coast for 
medical school. After he established his practice, he would spend his retirement as mayor of Rossmoor. 
 
Susan was amused, certain that her date had a screw loose. “Abe, you just said that Rossmoor had no 
municipal government. How can you be mayor of a place that has no mayor? 
 
Abe looked at Susan tenderly. Clearly, he had had this conversation before. But his warm eyes suggested 
that he was eager to tell it again. If she was correct (and she was), he was eager to tell it especially to 
her. His hand slid across the table and touched hers, as he began… 
 
“My dad, Moses Lincoln, was a refugee from the war in Europe. He lost his family, suffering a lot of 
hardship,” Abe began. “He met my mom at a dance after he came to the United States. They married, 
and suddenly he had a family. The pain of his loss never left him, but with my mom, and then my sister 
and me, he began a new life, in a new country, with new opportunities.” 
 
Abe began to speak more quickly. 
 
“My dad heard about a place near Los Angeles, a brand new housing community that was welcoming 
families. It was built around excellent schools, encircled by parks, and dotted with little Cottonwood 
trees.’ 
 
“It sounds like an amazing place to grow up,” offered Susan. 
 
“We sold our stuff and moved across the country to what my dad thought was a kingdom: Rossmoor. 
Even my elementary school --the Rossmoor Knights--encouraged me to think of the place as magical.” 
 
“I can see why your family wanted to move there!” 
 
Abe continued, but his voice slowed. Susan wasn’t prepared for what came next. 
 
“But as soon as we arrived, my dad got sick and couldn’t leave the house.” Abe began tearing up. 
“They had to make some tough decisions. It was unusual for the time, but my mom went to medical 
school at night while my sister and I slept, then worked during the day as a ghost writer after taking care 
of us kids.” 



 
“But my dad was always there. His illness lasted many years, and because he was house-bound we 
played with him, and talked to him, a lot.” 
 
“He told us that this country had saved him, and that Rossmoor, the magical place we now resided, had 
given him--and us--a golden life. He always ended by saying that one day, his Abe Lincoln would become 
mayor of Rossmoor.” 
 
“But why would he want you to become mayor of Rossmoor? He knew there was no position for mayor 
in the municipal government. What would it mean to him for you to become mayor, if such a thing could 
happen?” 
 
Abe sighed, but kept his hand near hers on the table. She had noticed the warmth in his eyes, and his 
smile, and found that her heart was beating a bit faster than usual. She wanted to understand his story. 
 
“Susan, when my dad died, I promised him that I would find a way to be mayor of Rossmoor. He 
suffered so much pain, then rebuilt his life, only to be struck a second time with a terrible illness. 
Despite his loss and pain, he believed in giving back to those who helped him. He wanted me to carry 
the title of Mayor of Rossmoor because he wanted me to serve the people who had served --and saved--
him. He wanted me to be a leader--that’s why he named me after the great American hero Abraham 
Lincoln.” 
 
Susan was deeply moved by Abe’s dedication to his dad. By then, she had decided that he was the one 
she would marry… 
 
And now, 35 years later, she was looking for the most unique wedding anniversary gift for her beloved 
Abraham Lincoln. They always tried to outdo each other. One year, Abe commissioned an artist to sculpt 
an image of their love in clay. The large, colorful sculpture was displayed prominently in their living 
room. When Abe surprised Susan with the gift, she was tickled--but mad-- at the same time. She loved 
the unique sculpture, but she knew she would have a hard time topping it. 
 
If she could somehow make Abe mayor or Rossmoor, even for a day, she would fulfill his lifelong dream 
AND top his gift to her. Was she wily enough? Of course she was. 
 
The next day, their wedding anniversary, Susan told Abe he had to come with her to get his gift. They 
walked through the leafy streets to Rossmoor Park, and the office of the President of the RCSD. Susan 
held Abe’s hand as she led him into the President’s office, where he was waiting for them. 
 
 “Abe, I want you to tell the President what your father always told you. What you told me on 
our first date. What you always wanted to do once you retired.” 
 
 “Sue...I don’t understand. Do you mean, that I want to be mayor of Rossmoor?’” 
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 At that pronouncement, people in the outside office and from the park came into the room and 
cheered! He heard the President yell over the shouting crowd: “Congratulations, Abraham Lincoln, 
Mayor of Rossmoor!” 
 
 “What? I...I’m Mayor of Rossmoor?” 
 
 Susan gently whispered “I love you” in Abe’s ear, and then explained that she’d gone to the 
President, who’d agreed to make Abe honorary mayor for the day. In exchange, the local Enterprise 
Newspaper would cover the event for a feature story about Abe's father, and how Rossmoor helped him 
rebuild his life after the War. 
 
Abraham Lincoln, Mayor of Rossmoor, was pleased. He smiled for the camera, certain that his dad was 
smiling down at him. 


