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FROM THE COVER: Lisa Thompson with her ‘Wham Bam’ trophy buck. Lisa 
harvested the buck with a .243 rifle on the XTC Graves Family Ranch near the 
community of Caradan in northeast Mills County. Lisa was guided (probably 
for the last time) by her brother-in-law Steven Bridges. 

 The buck obviously had the doe on his mind instead 
of his safety. He was looking annoyed as if to tell us to 
give him a little privacy. Meanwhile the doe was plead-
ing with her eyes for us to shoot this SOB of a buck 
because he had more than acorns on his mind. 
 From my hunched position with binoculars to my 
eyes, I told Lisa to get her rifle up and shoot. She said, 
“Steve, exactly how would you like me to do that?”
 I turned and saw that she was too short to get her 
rifle up to the window from the chair. I told her to stand 
up and shoot. She tried to stand, but the chair was too 
close to the front of the blind. She could stand straight 
up, but this put her up against the front of the blind 
and against the window, which was now too short for 
her. From a standing position, she couldn’t get the rifle 
through the window either. It didn’t help that we were 
squished shoulder to shoulder, complicating matters 
worse.
 Then I remembered how Flint and I had handled 
this. Flint sat on my lap while we hunted. He took his 
shot from my lap too. I told Lisa this.
  “When I said I’d do anything to get a deer, I didn’t 
really mean ANYTHING!” said Lisa.
 In the end she agreed. It took some scooching, bang-
ing, and more than a few cuss words uttered under my 
breath to get myself seated in the chair with Lisa on my 
lap. I could just imagine the buck watching the thump-
ing, shaking blind thinking, “If the blind is rocking...”
 With Lisa seated on my lap, she was finally in posi-
tion to put her crosshairs on the buck. Luckily, the buck 
was still under the oak tree with his doe. I guess love is 
blind. 
 Lisa has never missed a shot at a deer in all the years 
I have known her. Even with all the distractions, she 
nailed the buck right behind the shoulder. We watched 
the buck go down after just a few yards. 
 I looked up at Lisa, smiled and said, “Wham Bam 
Thank You Ma’am!” 
 She rolled her eyes and replied, “Not a word of this 
ever gets out ok?”
 I replied, “Don’t worry. It will be our little secret.” 
 (Editor’s Note: I guess I really messed up that secret 
thing. Sorry Lisa!)

Wham, Bam... 
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