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Olivia wants a new life--and it might take ghosts to get it. A heartfelt, gently Gothic novel from
Claire Legrand.Olivia Stellatella is having a rough year.Her mother's left, her neglectful father--
the maestro of a failing orchestra--has moved her and her grandmother into the city's dark,
broken-down concert hall to save money, and her only friend is Igor, an ornery stray cat.Just
when she thinks life couldn't get any weirder, she meets four ghosts who haunt the hall. They
need Olivia's help--if the hall is torn down, they'll be stuck as ghosts forever, never able to move
on.Olivia has to do the impossible for her shadowy new friends: Save the concert hall. But
helping the dead has powerful consequences for the living...and soon it's not just the concert
hall that needs saving.

"Claire LeGrand’s fantastically spooky The Year of Shadows will keep you turning its pages well
into the night, even though the floorboards are creaking and funny shapes lurk in the corner of
your eye. Such is the allure of tempestuous, terrific Olivia, the complex and utterly real heroine
who is suffering from one misfortune and indignity too many--and that's before the ghosts arrive.
Though we soon see that sometimes ghosts are the least of the things that haunt us, the book
assures us that with spirit and hope we can create light in the most shadowy of places. Also, like
all the best books, it has a really great cat." (Anne Ursu, author of Breadcrumbs )"A sad, happy,
strange book, with some of the most memorable ghosts I've ever read. It's full of shadows, but
it's also full of sparks and light and big, glowing scenes, and while it'll break your heart more than
once, it somehow manages to glue it all back together by the end. I loved it." (Stefan Bachmann,
author of The Peculiar and The Whatnot )About the AuthorClaire Legrand used to be a musician
until she realized she couldn’t stop thinking about the stories in her head. Now Ms. Legrand is a
full-time writer living in New Jersey. She has written two middle grade novels—The Cavendish
Home for Boys and Girls, one of the New York Public Library’s 100 Titles for Reading and
Sharing in 2012, and The Year of Shadows—as well as the young adult novel Winterspell. Visit
her at Claire-Legrand.com and on Twitter @ClaireLegrand.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission.
All rights reserved.The Year of ShadowsTHE YEAR THE ghosts came started like this:The
Maestro kicked open the door, dropped his suitcase to the floor, and said, “Voilà!”“I’ve seen it
before,” I said. In fact, I’d basically grown up here, in case he’d forgotten.“Yes, but take a look at
it. Really look.” He said this in that stupid Italian accent of his. I mean, he was full Italian and all (I
was only half), but did he have to sound so much like an Italian?I crossed my arms and took a
good, long look.Rows of seats with faded red cushions. Moth-eaten curtains framing the stage.
The dress circle boxes, where the rich people sat. Chandeliers, hanging from the ceiling that was
decorated with painted angels, and dragons, and fauns playing pipes. The pipe organ, looming
like a hibernating monster at the back of the stage. Sunlight from the lobby behind us slanted



onto the pipes, making them gleam.Same old Emerson Hall. Same curtains, same seats, same
dragons.The only thing different this time was us.And our suitcases.“Well?” the Maestro said.
“What do we think?”He was on one side of me, and Nonnie on the other. She clapped her hands
and pulled the scarf off her head. Underneath the scarf, she was almost completely bald, with
only a few straggly gray hairs left.The day Mom disappeared about nine months ago, just before
Christmas, Nonnie had shaved all her hair off.“Oh!” Her wrinkled face puckered into a smile. “I
think it’s beautiful.”My fingers tightened on the handle of my suitcase, the ratty red one with the
caved-in side. “You’ve seen it before, Nonnie. We all have, a million times.”“But is different now!”
Nonnie twisted her scarf in her hands. “Before, was symphony hall. Now, is home. È meglio.”I
ground my teeth together, trying not to scream. “It’s still a symphony hall.”“Olivia?” The Maestro
was watching me, smiling, trying to sound like he really cared what I thought. “What do you
think?”When I didn’t answer, Nonnie clucked her tongue. “Olivia. You should answer your
father.”The Maestro and I didn’t talk much anymore. Not since Mom left, and even for a couple of
months before that, when he was so busy with rehearsals and concerts and trying to save the
orchestra by begging for money from rich people at fancy dinners that he wouldn’t come home
until late. Sometimes he wouldn’t come home at all, not until the next morning when Mom and I
were in the kitchen, eating breakfast.Then they would start yelling at each other.I didn’t like
breakfast much after that. Every time I looked at cereal, I felt sick.“He’s not my father,” I
whispered. “He’s just the Maestro.” I felt something change in that moment. I knew I would never
again call him “Dad.” He didn’t deserve it. Not after this. This was the last straw in a whole pile of
broken ones.“Ombralina . . . ,” Nonnie scolded. Ombralina. Little shadow. It was her nickname for
me.The Maestro stood there, watching me with those black eyes of his. I hated that we shared
the same color eyes. I could feel something building inside me, something dangerous.“I think I’m
going to throw up,” I announced.Then I turned and ran outside, my suitcase banging against my
legs. Out through the lobby, past the curling grand staircases and the box office window, and
onto the sidewalk. Right out front, at the corner of Arlington Avenue and Wichita Street, I threw
down my suitcase and screamed.The traffic sped by—cars, trucks, cabs. People pushed past me
—office workers out for lunch, grabbing sandwiches, talking on their phones. Nobody noticed
me. Nobody even glanced my way.Same old Emerson Hall. Same curtains, same seats, same
dragons. The only thing different this time was us. And our suitcases.Since Mom left, not many
people noticed me. I wore black a lot now. I liked it; black was calming. My hair was long, and
black too, and shiny, and I wore it down most of the time. I liked to hide behind it and pretend I
didn’t exist.I couldn’t decide if I wanted to cry or hit something, so I turned back to Emerson
Hall’s double oak doors. Stone angels perched on either side, playing their trumpets. Someone
had climbed up there and spray-painted the angels orange and red. I squinted my eyes, trying to
imagine the Hall’s blurry shape into something like a home. But it didn’t work. It was still a huge,
drafty music hall with spray-painted angels, and yet I was supposed to live here now.“Might as
well go back in.” I kicked open the door as hard as I could. “Not like there’s anywhere else to
go.”Our rooms were two empty storage rooms backstage: one on one side of the main rehearsal



room, and one on the other side. There was also a cafeteria area with basic kitchen stuff like a
sink, microwave, mini-fridge, and hot plate. It used to be for the musicians, so they could break
for lunch during a long day of rehearsals.Not anymore, though. It was our kitchen now.The
Maestro, Nonnie, and I hauled our suitcases backstage—one for each of us, and that’s all we
had in the world, everything we owned.The Maestro disappeared into the storage room that
would be his bedroom and started blasting Tchaikovsky’s Symphony no. 4 on the ancient stereo
that had been there for years. The speakers crackled and popped. Tchaik 4—that’s what the
musicians called it—was the first piece of music on the program that year. Rehearsals would
start soon.Nonnie carefully arranged her suitcase in the middle of the rehearsal room,
surrounded by stacked chairs, music stands, and the musicians’ lockers, lining the walls. She
perched on her suitcase and waved her scarf at me. Then she started humming, twisting her
scarf around her fingers.Nonnie didn’t do much these days but hum and twist her scarves.I sat
beside her for the longest time, listening to her hum and the Maestro blast his music. I felt
outside of myself, distant and floaty, like if I concentrated too hard on what was happening, I
might totally lose it. The tiny gusts of ice-cold air I kept feeling drift past me didn’t help. Great, I
thought. It’s already freezing in here, and it’s not even fall yet.This couldn’t be happening. Except
it was.Nonnie and I each had tiny cots that came with sheets already on them. I wasn’t sure
where the Maestro had bought them, but I didn’t trust strange sheets, so I took them down the
street to the coin laundry and remade the beds.That put me in an awful mood. Buying the
detergent and paying for the laundry had cost us a few bucks, and every few bucks was precious
when you didn’t have a lot to begin with.Nonnie and I also each had a quilt. Mom had made
them during one of her crafty phases when she’d spread out all sorts of things over the kitchen
table after dinner—fabrics, scissors, spools of thread, paper she’d brought home from her
office.The Maestro came into our bedroom while I was spreading out the quilts over our
cots.“You should get rid of those ratty old things,” he said.“This is my and Nonnie’s bedroom.” I
kept smoothing out my quilt, not looking at him. “And you should get out.”He was quiet, watching
me. “I have some money for you. If you want to go get some things for your room, school
supplies. School starts soon, doesn’t it?”“Yeah.” I took the crumpled twenty from him. “You
should get out.”After a minute, he did.When the beds were made, I found some boxes in the
rehearsal room that didn’t look too old or beat-up. I also found a couple of old pianos, rickety
music stands, chairs with shattered seats. All the broken stuff.I refused to live out of my suitcase.
It was too depressing. I stacked my clothes in one box and Nonnie’s clothes in another box and
arranged them at the ends of our beds, on their sides with the flaps like cupboard doors. Then I
shoved our suitcases under the beds so we wouldn’t have to look at them.I lugged a couple of
music stands to our bedroom and put them beside each of our beds, lying their tops flat like
trays, so we could have nightstands. On my “nightstand,” I carefully arranged my sketchpad and
my set of charcoals and drawing pencils. It all looked so sad, sitting there next to my fold-up cot
in my bedroom that had ugly concrete walls because it was never meant to be a
bedroom.Nonnie came up behind me and hugged my arm. She could always tell when I was



upset.“Maybe we need more color in these rooms,” she suggested.“Yeah. Maybe.”I couldn’t stop
thinking about our old house uptown, the pretty red-brick one with the blue door. The one we’d
had to sell because the Maestro had taken a pay cut and we couldn’t afford to live there
anymore. Because the orchestra didn’t have any money, so the Maestro couldn’t get paid as
much as he used to.Because he’d auctioned off everything we owned so he could plug more
money into the orchestra to keep it alive.I hated the orchestra, and Emerson Hall, and everything
associated with either of those things—including the Maestro—more than I could possibly put
into words.So I drew the hate instead. I drew everything. That’s why my sketchpad got a place of
honor right beside my bed.“I’ll be back later, Nonnie.” I shoved the Maestro’s money into my
pocket, tied one of Nonnie’s scarves over my hair, and slammed on my sunglasses—the
glamorous, cat-eyed ones Mom had bought for me. Like those actresses from the black-and-
white movies wore, like Audrey Hepburn and Lauren Bacall. Mom loved those movies.“They’re
so elegant,” she’d say, hugging me on the sofa while we sipped milk through crazy straws. “You
know? The way they talk and walk and dress. It’s like a dream.”“Uh-huh.” I didn’t get what the big
deal was about Cary Grant. I thought he talked kind of funny, honestly. But I’d say whatever Mom
wanted to hear.It made me kind of sick, to think about that now. How did I never see it, right there
in front of me? That someday she would leave me?I shut my eyes on that thought and pretended
to squeeze it away. I didn’t like feeling mad at Mom, like if I got too mad, she’d sense it. She’d be
right outside with her suitcase, ready to come back to us, and then she’d feel how mad I was and
change her mind. She’d walk away, forever this time.It was easier to get angry at the Maestro.
After all, if it wasn’t for him, Mom might still be around.“Where are you going, ombralina?”
Nonnie asked as I headed out the door.“Shopping.”If the Maestro wouldn’t take care of us, I
would. And if he wouldn’t give me and Nonnie a real home, I’d do my best to make us one.There
was this charity store right off Arlington at Clark Street. It had a soup kitchen and a food store,
clothes, and household goods. I walked there as fast as possible, huddling beneath my scarf
and sunglasses. If I had to go there, no way was anyone going to recognize me. The thought of
going there made me want to smash things, or maybe just huddle up in Mom’s quilt and never
come out.I’d never had to shop at a charity store before. No one I knew had ever had to either. I’d
have to go back to school in two days being the girl who shops at a charity store. On top of the
girl whose father is going crazy, who draws weird pictures all the time, who lives in a symphony
hall like some kind of stray animal.The girl whose mom left. --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.From School Library JournalGr 4-6-Twelve-year-old Olivia is furious. Her
mother left her, she has no friends at school, her beloved grandma is becoming frail, and now
her emotionally absent father's financial troubles mean that her family has to move into a
ramshackle symphony hall and live backstage. Surly Olivia wants nothing to do with people at
Emerson Hall, especially not Henry, a popular boy in her grade who works as an usher and
wants to be her friend. However, when the ghosts of two children and two adults appear, they
engage her and become her companions. Their presence also causes Olivia and Henry to
become "strictly business" partners as they work together to help the ghosts to recover their



"anchors" and "move on" into "the world of Death." They must also defeat the threatening
shades that want to drag the ghosts into "Limbo." Their intense and dangerous project
transforms Olivia and Henry's relationship, which turns into friendship and then something more.
With the theater's existence in jeopardy and the stakes for the ghosts rising, Olivia finds herself
having to face the terrible truth behind her mother's disappearance. The satisfying conclusion
offers hope for the heroine's future. The characters are well drawn; the specters are particularly
appealing. At its heart, this not-too-scary ghost story is about relationships and repairing the hurt
that people cause one another.-Sue Giffard, Ethical Culture Fieldston School, New York Cityα(c)
Copyright 2013. Library Journal. LLC, a wholly owned subsidiary of Media Source, Inc. No
redistribution permitted. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the Inside
FlapOlivia Stellatella is having a rough year.Her mother left, her neglectful father--the maestro of
a failing orchestra--has moved her and her grandmother into the city's dark, broken-down
concert hall to save money, and her only friend is Igor, an ornery stray cat.Just when she thinks
life couldn't get any weirder, she meets four ghosts who haunt the hall. They need Olivia's help--
if the hall is torn down, they'll be stuck as ghosts forever, never able to move on.Olivia has to do
the impossible for her shadowy new friends: Save the concert hall. But helping the dead has
powerful consequences for the living . . . and soon it's not just the concert hall that needs saving.
--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From BooklistOlivia has known the music
hall where her father, the maestro, conducts the symphony her whole life. But she never
dreamed of living there. Now, with her mother mysteriously gone, the symphony on the brink of
ruin, and her father emotionally distant and probably losing his marbles, it’s the only place left
where she and her family can stay, and with the sudden appearance of a gang of ghosts, it has
become a real nightmare. Luckily, the four friendly phantoms just want some help finishing their
unfinished business. Not so friendly, however, are the shades—harmful ghosts who have given
up hope of ever finding closure—which are swarming the music hall and doing real damage.
Meanwhile, Olivia has to learn how to accept the help of friends and have faith in her own future
despite her difficult present. Legrand (The Cavendish Home for Boys and Girls, 2012) has
created a horror-tinged tale of triumph over loss and the destructive nature of hopelessness, that
is full of well-rounded characters, a spooky gothic mood, and eerie glimpses into the past lives
of the ghosts. Grades 6-9. --Sarah Hunter --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.Read more
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KarToon12, “A unique spin on the afterlife, and one girl's quest to better her life. I guess it was
the Tim Burton-ish cover that drew me to this, but I'm glad my curiosity got the best of me, as I
really enjoyed this unique take on the afterlife, with a relatable heroine at the helm.Olivia is a
goth girl who is forced to move into a failing symphony hall, along with her grandma and her
father, who is the maestro at the hall. Her mother disappeared a year or so before the events of
the book, and she blames her dad for her disappearance, as well as their unhappy
circumstances. But when she finds out the hall is haunted by some friendly ghosts, she takes it
upon herself to help them move on into the afterlife, and in the process, gains new friends, a new
sense of self worth and confidence, and finds out just what happened to her mom.The author
clearly has a love of music, as many famous musicians and their symphonies are referenced
throughout, making me want to track down the music and listen to it as I read the story. And
although Olivia is a fairly pessimistic person at the start, many people can relate to her struggle
as she finds herself dealing with a situation virtually out of her control, and how she overcomes
unbelievable odds to achieve a happy ending. As she says at one point, "If I can help these
ghosts, then maybe that'll prove I can do just about anything." She hides her pain and anger;
expressing it through her dark, but beautiful artwork.All the ghosts are a fun bunch to get to
know, even if their revealed backstories are tragic (they ARE dead after all). And interestingly
enough, there really aren't any clear "villains" in this story. Her dad can come off as inattentive
and cold at times, but slowly but surely, as we learn more about him, he gains a bit of sympathy.
The sad situation itself is the real obstacle to overcome. Even the "Shades"-ghosts that've
turned into mindless beasts because they didn't reach the afterlife soon enough-(the closest the
book has to villains) can't be completely blamed for what they do. For they too, are in a situation
out of their control.The book ends on a bitter sweet, but still hopeful note, leaving the audience
with a poignant lesson in relying on friends and family, as well as believing in yourself and your
self worth, to take a bad situation and turn it around.  Highly recommended.  ^^”

Betsi Jones, “A novel middle school musicians love. Shadows is a tale with memorable imagery
of ghosts empowered to free themselves of earthly boundaries by kind-hearted and risk-taking
kids. My middle school students loved the concept of the major characters being spirits, and the
found the end satisfying! Claire Legrand turns some beautiful phrasing that keeps the pages
turning and a word-living reader engaged. My favorite surprise at the end is the list of music
referenced which shows that Legrand also is a true master musician who is determined to share
her motivation toward song with her young fans. It's an extraordinary book for an intelligent
reader!”

D. Megenhardt, “Five Stars. Love the book.  Wish there was a movie”

Christopher G Meredith, “Love it!. Love this book!  Smart writing and fun for all ages!”



Belle’s Middle Grade, “Amazing book!!. Wow! What a read! This was spooky & magical, while at
the same time having a deeper meaning at its core. This reads at times how real life grief FEELS.
You can feel the grief form these characters as you read from them. It’s hard to explain. It was
done perfectly though. Olivia is an angry kid-b/c she is a HURTING kid. Her mom left her & her
dad a year or so before, & she blames her dad. They now have to live in the music hall b/c of
how bad her dad(the maestro)& the orchestra are suffering financially. Even more anger towards
her dad b/c of this. She soon finds a stray cat, or the cat finds her..she names him Igor-I LOVE
THAT CAT!! Omg. He talks to her w/o saying anything, & she talks back & it’s the best thing ever
lol she also realizes the hall is haunted w/4 ghosts. They need her help. She becomes friends w/
Henry who also saw them, & they team up to help. The ghosts were so great. I loved them, the
description of them, & all of the backstories for each. I loved the friendship b/n Olivia & Henry, &
seeing it grow. They truly needed each other. The bad things in the story were truly bad. So
creepy, & just awful to even think about. This book definitely makes you think about some things.
Olivia has gone through so much, & we see her go through more. But watching her story
progress, & how it all plays out was wonderful to witness. This was a dark, spooky, raw,
emotional, beautiful story w/deep meaning behind it all. I highly recommend it!!The cover is also
beautiful, as are the illustrations sprinkled throughout inside.”

Travis Hayden, “Such A Spooky, Fun,Thought Provoking Read. This was spooky, wonderful, and
thought provoking all in one. Claire Legrand is so spectacular when it come to writing eerie yet
whimsical stories that have deep meanings at the very core. At the very beginning of this book
she tells the readers she wrote this book on a very personal note and that is no lie. You can feel
the raw emotion Legrand put into these words and this story.The story and the characters were
so much fun. A story about making sure to follow your dreams and to live with no regrets. I love
that Legrand is writing these stories for middle grade readers because once again like I said in
my review for her previous book. Young readers need to know this, they need to know that their
is always a light at the end of the tunnel and to keep their dreams alive and kicking.Olivia was a
great protagonist and surrounded by a great cast of side characters. From her friend Henry to
her adorable cat Igor. Olivia and Igor had this super cute relationship. They would communicate
with each other through talk and verbal expressions. I feel like that is how I communicate with my
animals to. Olivia and Henry have a great bond and friendship arc. The thing I love the most
though is how much Olivia grows as a character. Her arc is very deep and raw and the emotional
journey she goes on watered my eyes a little bit.Another successful read by Ms. Legrand and I
am excited to continue my journey through her works.”

eppingstrider, “Gripping and wonderful. If only all books were this good.. At first, I wasn’t sure
whether I’d like this. Olivia’s hurt is raw and isolating. She’s a great narrator, but she is so unkind
to those who try to befriend her. She’s so real! Not surprisingly, her friends, as they become,
have their own secrets. But then, maybe the ability to see ghosts does make you wonder



whether you are just too strange for normal conversations. Especially when you get drawn into
their world.By the start of Part Two (of three) I was accustomed to the not-very-scary ghosts and
the rather more worrying shades. It’s definitely written for Middle Grade, and at that age I have to
remind myself they can take much scarier things than I can! Also by the start of Part Two, I was
hooked. I was hooked by the people, the writing, the description, the disaster facing the
orchestra, the musicality in it, the theatre itself. Most of all, I was hooked by the experience of
sending a ghost back to its past, which was a writing device so brilliant… I have no words for it
that aren’t spoilers.So after staying up late to finish Part Two, I was desperate to get back for
another late night finishing Part Three. The only thing wrong with this book is that it ends. It’s
kind, caring and absolutely brilliant. And only scary to start with. I might reread it. But then again,
it’s gone into the bag to go to my nieces for their summer reading.Gripping and wonderful. If only
all books were this good. Well, I’ve had a good run of them this summer!And the illustrations are
great! Look at that expression on the cover– wonderful!”

Ms. B. E. Harris, “Not just for the young. Although this book is aimed at children at not adults i
really enjoyed it .”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Great read.. Ordered for my daughter.  She loved it.”

The book by Claire Legrand has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 45 people have provided feedback.
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