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The Other Side of Misrepresentation
By Kent Ferrell
Misrepresentation is an issue that is rampant in the
breeding and selling of wolfdogs. It is a problem that is
getting worse and not better. While this article is not directed at a specific solution, I hope that breeders and potential buyers read it and consider what I have experienced, acting as needed to prevent this from happening to
themselves or someone else.
Usually people have seen either a beautiful wolfdog
or an ad for one of these animals, and, whether by impulse or considered decision, they then conclude that they
must have one. If they find an ad, it will typically read as
follows:

But, that’s not what happened to me. For almost 10 years
I had owned two low-content wolfdogs. Both of my dogs
were getting older, and I decided I wanted to get another
puppy so it could be raised in the calm environment of
two solidly-grounded and well-mannered dogs before the
older dogs were too old to deal with a rambunctious puppy. Since I had experience with low contents, I decided to
look for an upper mid-content that would fit in nicely with
my other, older wolfdogs.
Like a lot of people who THINK they are going into
this with their “eyes wide open,” I did a lot of “online research” (but I know now from the school of hard knocks
Timber Wolves for sale. Beautiful high content 96% that it was the wrong kind of research). While I did not
McKenzie Valley Timber Wolf/Malamute crosses. delude myself by reading only those sites that said what I
wanted to hear, I still somehow manYou’ve always wanted one, now
aged not to learn the right things. I don’t
here’s your chance. Gentle giant,
Misrepresentation
is
an
want to give the impression that I didn’t
acts like a dog, disease resistant
learn anything. In fact, I learned quite a
like a wolf, good with children and
issue that is rampant in
lot through online research; I made lots
other animals. Great companions.
the breeding and selling
of phone calls (frequently to the wrong
Act now before they’re gone. Only
of
wolfdogs.
people), and I studied a lot of well$xxx.
known publications. I learned enough to
realize that I did not want anything in
For owners who bought an animal from an advertisement like the one above, their stories usually take one of the high-content range. In fact, everything I learned reinforced that I wanted something in the upper mid-content
two proverbial forks in the road:
range at the absolute highest. I also learned enough to
Fork #1 (the good fork): The dog grows up and make a list of minimum requirements for both myself and
makes a pretty good pet. The owners are happy with the prospective breeder.
their new pet but are embarrassed to find out they’ve
been had and their 96% wolf is actually a 69% Mala- The list for me included the following:
mute and 29% German Shepherd mutt dog, with the
most recent wolf being the one that walked across the
 Proper containment
breeder’s property at some point in the last century.
 Proper socialization
(Or the owners may be in complete denial, believing
 Professional training
that their well-behaved mutt dog is actually a wolf—but
 Proper diet
that is a different article.)
 Neuter or spay as early as recommended
Fork #2 (the bad fork): The dog may or may not
be as advertised above (96% wolf), but it grows up,
The list for the breeder included the following:
weighs 130 lbs., eats large quantities of furniture, is
too rough with the kids and is evicted to the back yard
 The breeder must own both parents
or is chained out of reach of anything. The dog then
 The breeder must provide lineage papers for
becomes aggressive, is sent to a shelter, and labeled as
pups
a wolfdog. We all know what happens from there.
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The breeder must be an established breeder
I must be able to visit the breeder multiple times
I must be able to interact with their animals
(especially the parents) without losing digits
With this lofty set of guidelines, I set out to find a
breeder. I called lots of breeders and even visited some.
Some were weeded out before the visit stage as some of
the “screwballs” were easy to spot. Others had some pretty
good story lines, so we made some long drives only to
discover after we got there that they were nuts. One breeder told me that his grandfather, way back in the early
1900s, brought back from Alaska some of the first Arctics
and essentially started the modern wolfdog era. We went
to one breeder who had some gorgeous high contents on
the premises (he insinuated they were pures), and when I
expressed concern, telling him that I wasn’t ready for a
high-content animal, this breeder told me that he had recently sold high contents to customers in their 70s and
they’d had no problems.
I continued my online research and eventually found
a breeder with an impressive website and with what appeared to be sincere and factual information about wolfdogs. They didn’t seem to be pushing their animals, and
they had specific requirements that prospective owners
must meet. I sat down and wrote that breeder a frank and
truthful letter about what I was looking for in a new wolfdog, specifically mentioning that I was looking for an upper mid-content animal—one that was social, could live par
-time inside, and would interact well with my older dogs.
The breeder then called me, and after several phone conversations, my wife and I made arrangements to visit their
kennel. This was late summer of 2008.
Finally, the day arrived, and we made the three-hour
drive to this breeder’s home with high expectations.
When we arrived, their animals did not disappoint. When
we first drove up, there was no one in sight, and knocks
on the door went unanswered. From where I had parked
our car, I could see a couple of enclosures and
could just see a couple of dogs. I knew that some
wolfdogs—especially higher-content animals—could
be skittish of strangers, but I decided that I would
walk down toward the kennel. If they freaked out, I
would go back; if they didn’t, then I’d take a closer
look.
The two dogs in the kennel were not long in
spotting me, and much to my surprise, rather than
trying to flee or move away, they were very excited
to see someone. Tails wagging and ears down, the
dogs came up to the fence, soliciting affection. They Rio

were both BIG mature boys, silver in color, and I thought
they were just about the most beautiful things I had ever
seen.
Just when I thought things couldn’t get any better,
another wolfdog showed up in the large run I thought was
empty. He was a gorgeous boy, darker in color with much
less gray in him, and he was going absolutely nuts for
someone to pet him. He appeared to be younger (maybe
two or three?), and though he was a pretty big boy, he was
smaller than the first two. I walked toward him, and the
closer I got, the crazier he went. I could sense no danger
and reached out to pet him. All he wanted was for somebody to show him some affection.
Finally, the breeder showed up, and we talked for a
little while, just getting acquainted. Then the breeder wanted to see how I interacted with the dogs, so we were invited to go into the enclosure where the overly friendly dog
was located, along with three other wolfdogs: a beautiful
young gray male, a female, and a five-month-old pup out
of the gray male and the female in the enclosure. While
the other three animals were not as social as the first three
that I met, they were definitely not skittish and certainly
showed no aggression. After we entered the enclosure, I
sat down and the very friendly boy did everything he could
to crawl into my lap. He was such an attention hog that he
was actually a pest, but one with a golden personality.
Before we left, we started discussing the business details. I asked about price and deposit, something we had
not discussed over the phone. I also verified the content of
the animals. I was told that the parents were “about 75%,”
and the pups would, therefore, be the same percentage. I
knew from my research that these were upper midcontents, and since the parents were so easy going and so
dog-like, I felt like this was a perfect fit. This breeder fulfilled everything on my list, plus a lot more. The parents
were on the premises and were friendly upper midcontents (so I thought). They were stunningly gorgeous

at 8 weeks old
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and looked very wolfy, and I was over the moon at the sullen self. His food aggression was not exactly getting
thought that I would own a stunning wolfdog that looked worse, but neither was it getting better. I had been in
touch with the breeder on a regular basis throughout this
and acted like theirs.
The days crawled by, and when I finally received no- time, but the only helpful thing I got from them was that
tice that the puppies had been born, I could barely wait to “they were all fed together and they may have learned to
go and see them. The female had delivered seven healthy fight for food.” That should have been a HUGE red flag,
puppies, two males and five females. We went to see them but having no background with mid- or high-content wolfwhen they were almost three weeks of age, and we made dogs, it wasn’t—at least not to the extent that it should have
our selection; they tagged him for us, and on May 5, I been.
Not only was the guarding issue becoming a serious
made the drive to pick him up.
Sadly, I picked up a very sick little puppy. Rio had just problem, but he was also getting very unpredictable and
about every parasite known to the canine world, and that less social by the day; even though he was around people
was just a precursor of what was to come. The first several all the time, he had become afraid of everyone except my
weeks were spent just trying to get him well. My wife man- wife and me and one of my sons. At just over 5 months
ages a veterinary clinic, so Rio had very good vet care, but old, we had him neutered in the hope that this would stem
his diarrhea just would not go away. In addition to good some of the aggression and help with the social issues. His
health, we wanted Rio well-socialized, so he went with my attitude change was minor, if at all. My dream wolfdog was
wife to work every day until he was just too big to haul in quickly becoming a Bram Stoker nightmare and a huge
our car. Much to our dismay, he was never a very social liability—and I was getting no support from the breeder.
puppy, and at around three months of age, he was begin- My wife was becoming afraid of Rio, and I had decided
ning to show some completely unacceptable behaviors that I had made one of the biggest mistakes of my life; I
(e.g., aggressive guarding) around the clinic personnel. At was absolutely crushed. I possibly could have understood
this time, I located a professional trainer that had experi- this if I had gone into this situation with little or no canine
ence with wolfdogs. Rio proved to be a bright and trainable background, but I had trained and shown stock dogs, I
puppy, learning the basics very quickly. But he continued had worked dogs on rough stock for years, and I had had
two low-content wolfdogs for 10 years. So I didn’t lack
to have very few social skills.
By four months of age, he outgrew his carrier, he was experience—but nothing I tried worked with Rio.
He was a canine-oriented dog who cared little for
doing more poorly in the car, and the clinic staff had become afraid of him. Some of the staff were experienced people, which I thought was odd since he had spent so
handlers, but they were simply unprepared for his level of much of his first four months continually with people. He
aggression and intensity. Though I was working with him also had some serious food- and possession-aggression
issues, though he
on a nightly basis, he was
has never shown
becoming less and less soRio at 10 months old
any unprovoked
cial; it seemed that the hardaggression toward
er I worked, the less headpeople. Little did
way I was making.
I know it then,
When he was about 4½
but allowing pups
months old, I constructed a
to fight over food
10’ X 30’ enclosure inside
and failing to botthe main yard, and we starttle feed (I learned
ed leaving him at home durlater that this
ing the day. Trying to see the
breeder did not
bright side of this, I was hoppull and bottle
ing our absence during the
feed the pups)
day would cause him to miss
created much of
us, but such was not the
the problem with
case. Occasionally he would
Rio. The breeder
show a spark of affection,
had created a
but then it was quickly gone,
canine-oriented
and he was back to his old
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dog that learned resource guarding was the only way to
successfully get food or whatever else he wanted. But I
learned this valuable lesson later.
At that time, I was constantly blaming myself for everything that was happening with Rio, and at that point I
had no one to turn to that could help me with Rio. The
trainer I had used earlier had some health issues and was
not available. I had read Nicole Wilde’s book, and very
little of that was helping, especially regarding socialization.
So finally, just after Rio turned six months old, I made one
of the most difficult decisions I have ever made. I called
the breeder and said that I was bringing him back. The
breeder wasn’t happy, but it was in the contract. I had a big
problem that was getting bigger, and I thought I was out of
options. I will never forget that day. It was a rainy and cold
September day, and the weather reflected my mood.
When we arrived at the breeder’s facility, we unloaded Rio and put him in a covered run. He was by himself in
the run and was some distance from the other dogs. The
training that he had received as a small puppy had stuck
with him. He was a smart puppy and quick to learn, so he
wasn't a difficult dog to handle on a leash—which was odd
since everything else was difficult with him.
The absolute worst moment came after I put him in
the enclosure. My son and I talked to the breeder's spouse
for a few minutes before we left (the breeder never came
out). Before I drove away, I walked around to the enclosure where Rio was, and something happened that had
never happened before. Rio came up to me, whining and
whimpering, and then he licked my hand through the
fence. I don't have to tell you what that did to me.
The ride home was worse than the long ride out
there. As miserable as life was with him, it was worse realizing what his plight was probably going to be. With him
being so anti-social, we knew that he could never be rehomed, and, being neutered, we knew that he could probably never go in with the other animals as they would likely
kill him. After about a week, my wife and I sat down and
had a very long heart-to-heart talk and decided that the
only thing to do was to go back and get him. When I made
the call, the breeder’s spouse said that they were very glad
that we were picking him up because they couldn't get near
him. The only thing they could do was throw something in
the enclosure for him to eat and then leave. He wasn't
attacking the fence or trying to bite them; he was just terrified when anyone came near him.
When we pulled into their yard and got out of the
truck, I called his name. He immediately threw his head
back and made the most soulful howl you have ever heard.
It was heart-wrenching—and surprising as he almost NEV-

ER howled. When we drove around to load him, it was
one of the few times he was ever glad to see us. We didn't
need a leash to load him. He eagerly loaded himself into
his crate.
When we got home, Rio seemed glad to be there, and
we were glad to have him home. The drama was not over,
but it was better where Rio was concerned. That very long
time out back at the breeder’s did Rio a lot of good. But
the trouble was not over by a long shot. The drama with
the breeder was just beginning. Over most of the first winter, we still dealt with Rio’s aggressive resource guarding.
While I kept trying to call the breeder for pointers and to
check up on the Rio’s littermates, I finally was only able to
talk to the breeder’s spouse (the breeder quit taking my
calls). During one of my conversations with the breeder’s
spouse, I learned that the two littermates the breeder kept
were no longer there. I was told that “they weren't working

Rio at 2 years old
out in their breeding program because of behavioral problems like Rio.” Well, imagine my shock. And that was the
last time I ever heard from them.
Thankfully, about this same time I found the Wolfdog Forum, and I met Jimmy and Emily Mantel and their
five wolfdogs. They introduced me to Pam Thompson,
who introduced me to Kim Miles and Jerry Mills and
some other very helpful people. Several of them made
very long drives to my house to evaluate Rio. With their
help and with the help of people who were able to help
me piece together Rio’s actual lineage, I learned that a lot
of Rio’s behavior was typical—typical of a high-content
wolfdog, that is. Well, his real content would have been
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good to know from the start! Nevertheless,
my new friends were extremely invaluable
in getting me and Rio (and my entire family)
through some rough times and teaching us
how to live with a high-content wolfdog that
was not social with people.
CONCLUSION
Rio is almost three years old now, and
while it has not been smooth sailing, there
has been much less drama since that first
rocky year. My hope with the purchase of
Rio was to have a companion dog—one that
I could take for a walk, take for a car ride,
and bring into the house sometimes. One
that I could treat and train in much the
same way as all of my other dogs. I wanted
a friendly and personable dog like the dogs
I currently have and like those I saw and Rio at 2½
interacted with at the breeder’s facility. That
didn’t happen, and I am very disappointed with the breeder. Additionally, the breeder never gave me any lineage
papers, but with a lot of help from other people, I was
able to piece together his lineage. Rio is actually an F4 and
is around 90% wolf—which is a LOT more than the 75%
upper mid-content I was told by the breeder.
I actually learned several valuable lessons throughout
this whole ordeal—lessons that I would like to share in an
effort to help others and prevent this from happening to
anyone else:

years old

LESSON #3
If it looks like a wolf, it probably is—or at least a very high
content. No matter what any breeder tells you, they cannot consistently breed an animal that looks like a pure
wolf and acts like a dog. That is not to say that high contents cannot be very social; they can. But what that means
is that they are just more tame than other wolves or high
contents—they are NOT domesticated.

LESSON #1

LESSON #4

What the breeder did was potentially dangerous (and still
may be; only time will tell). Had I not had at least some
experience, a huge amount of patience, a patient wife, and
some absolutely invaluable help from experienced people,
someone could have gotten hurt, and Rio may very well be
dead now.

If the breeder claims to have lineage on the parents, ask
to see the papers. Always be courteous and respectful,
but ask lots of questions. After all, it’s your money, and it
could cost you a lot more than what you pay for a pup if
you get it wrong.
LESSON #5 (and this one is really important)

LESSON #2
The internet is a good tool, and there is some invaluable
information out there, but it is no substitute for meeting,
talking to, and, most importantly, visiting people that have
and are experienced with mid- and high-content wolfdogs.
Spend some time around different wolfdogs of varying
percentages and F#s to make sure that a wolfdog is what
you want and that you actually get what you want.

Ask your prospective breeder for references, and talk to
owners of their animals. You can learn a lot about the
animals the breeder produces by speaking to and seeing
the breeder’s pups. If the breeder’s buyers do not recommend the breeder, don’t buy from that breeder. And if
the breeder does not give you references, do not buy
from him or her.
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