Johann focuses on Petra's trump.

Petra answered without looking up from the canvas she was working on.  She 
was barefooted and wearing only an oversized man's dress shirt that had 
seen better days before she had commandeered it as a paint shirt.  Other 
then the two paintbrushes that were stuck in her hair, that's all she was 
wearing.

"Yes, Johann?"

"I guess I'm overdressed," Johann joked.

"Most people are," she smirked.

"I'm calling to tell you my earlier plan is off... I'm leaving Amber for a 
while, but I'll be back," Johann added.

She looked up and smiled.  "Stirred up too many ants, did you?  Need 
anything?"

"I've gotten some kids killed, my newsies. Probably, more nastiness to 
follow... I've taken care of those directly responsible. Hope they weren't 
customers," Johann said.

"I'm sorry to hear that - about your boys," Petra said with a shake of her 
head.  "A majority of my customers don't care enough about who's in charge 
here to get their hands that dirty, and if they're the type to kill kids 
trying to make a buck, I don't want them anyway."

"Thought so. Happy sailing and fair winds," Johann said, then signed off.

To himself, he remarked, "It is a truism... ugly father, lovely kids..." 
then smirked.

