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Приложение 1.
1. Turgenev’s native estate has a long history. On the village pasture in front of the manor gate one can still see a time-smoothened earthen wall of a roughly rectangular shape which once enclosed the village cemetery dating back to the time when Russian people were just beginning to settle here to withstand the incursions by Tatars and Lithuanians. The village was named Spasskoye after the church of Spas-Preobrazhenie (the Saviour’s Transfiguration), which stood in the centre of the cemetery from olden times. At the end of the 16th century, Tsar Ivan the Terrible granted the village of Spasskoye to Ivan Lutovinov. Since then, Spasskoye was the manor seat of the Lutovinovs’ many properties. 

2. The manor in which Ivan Sergeyevich Turgenev lived had been established by Ivan Ivanovich    Lutovinov, his grandfather once removed. After his death, Varvara Petrovna, the writer’s mother, came into possession of the manor.

Originally, the manor house was an enormous crescent, with a large two-storey colonnaded building in the centre, flanked by two semi-circular stone galleries, each ending in a wooden annex.

The alley leading to the manor house crosses the parterre with flower beds, rose-lined lanes, green lawns, lilac and honeysuckle pergolas, clusters of larches, chestnuts and poplars.

The house stood amidst almost forty hectares of parkland.

3. Turgenev’s study was the writer’s sanctuary, a refuge for creative work. That was where he wrote his most famous novels and stories. Describing Spasskoye to G. Flaubert, Turgenev dwelt on the study, above all: “…the furniture is perfect. The writing desk is excellent, and the chair has a double cane seat.” Over the desk are the engraved portraits of V.G. Belinsky and M.S. Shchepkin. The writer cherished grateful memories of his meetings and talks with them. On another wall there is a portrait of Sergei Nikolayevich Turgenev, the writer’s father. Although Ivan Sergeyevich seldom spoke or wrote about his father, he always held him in high esteem. Certain traits of S.N. Turgenev’s character found their reflection in the tale “First Love”, which is largely autobiographical. 

In the corner opposite the desk is a large old icon in a silver frame. The writer cherished it as an heirloom. A family legend has it that Tsar Ivan the Terrible himself presented it to one of the writer’s ancestors.

In Spasskoye, Turgenev often wrote for eight hours at a stretch, sitting up far into the night. Therefore, the study served as a bedroom as well. A corner of the room is partitioned off by an ornamented wooden screen. Behind it are Turgenev’s bed and a mahogany wardrobe. 

4. The library in Spasskoye is another room where Turgenev liked to work. It is in a special annex, with windows on two sides. The library walls are lined with bookshelves, and in the middle of the room there is a heavy homemade green-topped billiard table. Turgenev kept it for his guests mostly as he did not care much for billiards himself. He was an avid reader, and reading was part of his daily routine. 

Turgenev’s library bears evidence to the enormous scope and variety of his interests. Apart from Russian and foreign belles-lettres, there is a wealth of books on philosophy, history, political economy and linguistics. Turgenev had a good command of French, German and English, could read Spanish, Italian and Polish, knew Latin and Greek. He read Goethe and Schiller, Byron and Dickens, Flaubert, Zola and Maupassant in the original and seriously considered translating Cervantes’ “Don Quixote” into Russian.

5. A huge oak spreads its mighty branches wide near the manor house. It was planted by Turgenev himself as a child. More than a century ago, the writer described it in his story “Faustus”: “My favourite oak sapling has become a young oak already. I sat on a bench in its shade for more than an hour yesterday afternoon, and enjoyed every minute of it. The grass was in bloom all around; everything took on an intense and soft golden glow which invaded even the shade”. Already near death, Turgenev sent his last love to his favourite oak from far-off France. 

6. “The lime alleys have become especially beautiful. I love these alleys, the tender greyish-green and the exquisite fragrance of the air under their canopy; I love the motley patchwork of light specks on the dark ground,” wrote Turgenev. The central alley leads to a small site on which all the park alleys converge. It commands a full view of the park’s layout.

The “serpentine alley” – one of the numerous paths laid in the lower park – runs down a gently sloping bank to the pond. Trees – maples and poplars, as well as limes – were planted in clusters here. 

A beautiful birch alley led up to the house from the “serpentine”. “My garden is magnificent now,” Turgenev wrote from his exile to Pauline Viardot in the spring of 1853, secretly hoping to see the woman he loved in Spasskoye. “The verdure is dazzling; all this youth, all this freshness and all this might defy description. In front of my windows there stretches an alley of tall birch trees. Their leaves are still slightly furled, retaining the shape of the buds they were confined to until a few days ago; this gives them the festive look of brand new dresses with the creases not yet hung out. My whole garden is full of nightingales, orioles, thrushes – it’s a paradise!”

The birch alley described in this letter was cut down during the last war. But now the alley gladdens one’s eye as in former times: the birches planted there after the war have already grown up. 

From the dam, the path runs along the pond edge, past newly planted fir trees; two of the fir trees, standing very close to each other, mark one of Turgenev’s favourite spots in the park. 

The path ends in the upper part (or the “head”) of the pond near three age-old limes growing from a common root. Turgenev had a special fancy for them and never failed to come and look at them whenever he came to Spasskoye. These places near the pond were associated in his mind with memories of his early childhood. On the other side of the ravine, beyond the pond, there were neither alleys nor footpaths. In poplar, maple and lime thickets were secluded glades where the boy hid and where, he believed, no one could find him. 

As it runs up from the three limes, the pondside footpath becomes a lime alley, which was somewhat thinned out during the war. The alley was planted by Ivan Sergeyevich himself when he lived here in exile. On drawings of those years it looks quite young; by now, the limes of the alley have caught up with the rest of the trees in height. They are about 130 years old. The writer’s friends later referred to this alley as “the exile’s alley”.

A footpath branching off to the left of the “the exile’s alley” leads to a pergola concealed in a thicket. The pergola is formed by a cluster of lime trees planted very close to each other in a circle. Turgenev often came here, to the heart of the park, to write, to think over his works or simply to listen to the birds. 

From the pergola, a footpath leads to the “Transverse Alley”, one of the most beautiful lime alleys in the park. Its western end runs into a glade beyond which there are neither alleys, nor footpaths. This forest park takes up about a third of the estate territory. It is a bird preserve and a moisture depository. 

7. Ivan was just under five years of age when the Turgenevs took up their permanent residence in Spasskoye. Much later Turgenev recalled that his brother and he had been brought in a Spartan way, with cold-water dousing, gymnastics, horseback riding, learning to endure pain, etc. The brothers were taught French and German from early childhood.

As a child, Turgenev heard from his peasant nurses and other domestics wonderful Russian fairy tales, witty folk sayings and proverbs. Serf hunters taught him to distinguish bird voices, tree varieties, told him the names of grasses and flowers. Sometimes he played with village boys on the sly, or took refuge in one of his favourite hiding places in the park.

Turgenev’s most vivid memories of early childhood were associated with Spasskoye-Lutovinovo, which was to him a symbol of his Motherland. He returned to it as a student and after graduating from the University. Visits to Spasskoye in summer were always a joy to him.

