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Alana's Final Stroke
JESSICA CECILIA MELARA MARROQUiN




Alana sat in her dimly lit studio, her fingers
stained with turpentine and ocre pigments. She
had barely slept in days, but her eyes remained
fixed on the four-hundred-year-old canvas
before her, a piece that represented her only

hope for a better life.
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The Portrait of the Winter Lady stood tall on
the easel, yet it was marred by a haunting gray
void where the delicate lace collar should have
been. A fire in the nineteenth century had
erased the original details, leaving Alana with no

records or photographs to guide her hand.
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Her mentor's warning from earlier that
afternoon echoed in the quiet room, reminding
her that her rival Julian would win the Florence
scholarship if her work wasn't flawless. Julian
had the wealth and the connections, while Alana
only had her talent and her family's crushing
debts.
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Late that night, Alana discovered a hidden
compartment in her grandfather’s old wooden
toolbox. Inside lay a dusty notebook filled with
intricate sketches and notes from his time as a

forgotten restorer, a secret he had kept until his
death.
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On page forty-two, she found the exact
design of the missing lace, but a frantic note Iin
the margin warned that the design was a career-
destroying plagiarism. Her grandfather had
chosen to bury the secret and fall into obscurity

rather than live a lie.
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The clock struck three in the morning as
Alana stood torn between the perfect fraud and
her grandfather's warning. The scholarship to
Italy was her only way out of poverty, but the
price was validating the very lie her grandfather
had died to protect.
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She finally dipped her sable brush into lead

white paint and approached the canvas with a

racing heart. Every stroke felt like a heavy

weight as she carefully balanced the forbidden

design with her own unique, modern touch.
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The next morning, the committee gathered

around the restored masterpiece, whispering in
awe at the light emanating from the lady’s collar.
Julian watched from the shadows, his face

twisted with a mixture of envy and disbelief at
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the quality of the work.
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When the director asked how she had
reconstructed the lace so perfectly without
references, Alana chose truth over triumph. She
explained that it was a modern interpretation
and pointed out a tiny micro-seam she had left

to distinguish her work from the original history.
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The director smiled, praising her for
understanding that restoration is about
preserving the truth of time rather than faking
perfection. Alana walked out into the warm
morning sun, her hands finally still and her heart

full of a hard-earned peace.
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