
GATHER

Rumpelstiltskin

SPUN-GOLD LEMON PASTA
It all began with a lie: a poor miller boastfully claiming to the king  
that his beautiful daughter could spin straw into gold. The greedy king 
locked her in a room and commanded her to start spinning or face 
death; desperate, she accepted the offer of help from a strange little 
man named Rumpelstiltskin, promising him her necklace, then her ring, 
then her first child, in exchange. Here, the straw is spaghetti, and the 
alchemical reaction of turning it into a coiled spindle of golden goodness 
comes not with the help of a bizarre character who sneaks into your 
room at night, but with the addition of lemon and sunny egg yolks.
Serves: 4

1 Bring a large pot of salted water to boil. Meanwhile,  
in a large skillet, cook garlic in oil over low heat until 

softened. Remove from heat. In a medium bowl, lightly 
whisk the yolks and heavy cream. Stir in cheese, zest,  
and juice.

2 Cook the pasta until al-dente. Reserve ½ cup cooking 
liquid then drain. Immediately return the hot pasta to 

the pot. (Keep the pot on the warm burner but with the 
flame off.) Stir in the garlic oil then egg mixture tossing to 
coat creating a smooth and creamy sauce. Season to taste 
with salt and pepper.

3 Serve immediately with extra cheese on the side.

 4  cloves garlic, finely chopped

 2 Tbsp extra virgin olive oil

 4 large egg yolks

 ¼ cup heavy cream

 ¼ cup finely grated  
  Parmigiano Reggiano, 
  plus more for serving

  finely grated zest of 1 lemon

 ¼ cup lemon juice

 1 lb linguine

StorieS We tell
Under warm blankets our first fairy tales were cooked up and whispered in the quiet of night, twisting our dreams of adulthood 
around forks in ferocious twirls. They were the miniature portrayals of our impending life problems, some more frightening than 
others, and we had not yet begun to think on them practically. A tale like Rumpelstiltskin, in which the daughter of a poor miller 
is expected to spin straw into gold, begged no questions, just the believing nod of a child’s receipt. And so we wolfed down the 
myth to make room for more, to see ourselves in the crystal ball, and to stir the magic until it was done and true. That is, until 
rational thought— what a foul antagonist!—got the best of us, and we lost our magic to logic. Nowadays we relive it, not locked 
up in a room with a sinister dwarf, but in the care of our kitchen, keeping eyes on small cauldrons, spinning stick and straight 
into soft and slack, until we can dress a timeworn plate with slippery gold, all the while our own fairy tale realities humbly 
carry on cooking. SYLVIE MORGAN BROWN
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