




Copyright © 2011 Truman State University Press, Kirksville, Missouri, 63501
All rights reserved
tsup.truman.edu

Cover design: Jamie Carroll

Library of Congress Cataloging- in- Publication Data

Haxton, Jason, 1958–
 The Dibbuk box / Jason Haxton.
      p. cm.
 ISBN 978-1-61248-012-1 (pbk. : alk. paper) — ISBN 978-1-61248-060-2 (ebook)
1. Supernatural—Miscellanea.  2. Cabinetwork—Miscellanea.  3. Haxton, Jason, 1958–  
4. Dybbuk.  I. Title.
BF1471.H39 2011
133.2—dc23

                                                           2011037652

No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any format by any means 
without written permission from the publisher.

The paper in this publication meets or exceeds the minimum requirements of the 
American National Standard for Information Sciences— Permanence of Paper for 
Printed Library Materials, ANSI Z39.48– 1992.



To Lori, my wife, and to Ross and Laurel, my children.  
In spite of my mental wanderings, my family is my greatest interest and 

passion— they are my real obsession.



“By divine providence, a Jew believes that nothing happens by 
chance. The box has ‘fallen’ into your hands. Maybe you are the 
one who can unravel the mystery and bring peace to whatever is not 
at peace.”

— Rabbi Yonosan Golomb, Sheffield, England, 22 March 2004
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Preface

Because of my own curiosity of the item and its story, I freely chose to 
become connected to the Dibbuk Box. I quickly learned that in this 
day of instant connection through the Internet and cell phone, many 
thousands of people were following this artifact’s journey and they all 
seemed to want access to the Dibbuk Box and anyone associated with it. 
As a result, my name has ended up on thousands of websites and blogs. 
Hoping to free myself from constant e- mails and phone calls, I created a 
detailed website to keep these people updated on my progress, but even 
now, almost seven years after my purchase of the Dibbuk Box, strangers 
still search me out to ask me about my experiences.

My privacy has already been compromised from being tied to this 
item, but I understand that just because someone has been involved with 
the Dibbuk Box doesn’t mean they want to be part of an open forum to 
anyone and everyone. For this reason, I have been selective in using peo-
ple’s names. For those who have remained relatively anonymous, I use 
only a first name or identify the person only by relationship. For people 
who are already identified with the Dibbuk Box on public websites, pod-
casts, and forums, or who have granted permission, I have used both first 
and last names.

My written account of my experiences is absolutely truthful and 
upfront from the first pages to the final comments. I have no interest in 
misleading or falsifying the facts about this artifact that came into my 
possession through a series of coincidences. I have documented my expe-
riences from start to finish. Here is a journey of seven years . . . watching, 
researching, and learning. And I have come to two conclusions, which 
happen to contradict each other in all details.

First, without a doubt the item known as the Dibbuk Box is a genuine arti-
fact of amazing power and magnetism. The box clearly has some type of 
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mystical significance, with all the required elements for ritual use. This 
box was created by a person or by persons with a Jewish upbringing or 
at least a deep understanding of Jewish culture, as is evident from the 
Hebrew prayer carved on the back. The manner in which the name 
of God is carved in the Shema hints at a deeper understanding of the 
Hebrew written language and of Jewish tradition. Also, the box contains 
a uniquely constructed piece made of multiple stones that was used cere-
monially to focus one’s prayer and to protect one from the direct power 
of God when praying. The granite stones are combined to act as a subtle 
energy source, much like a spiritual battery. The “tokens,” or familial 
items inside the box are genuine and their ages span a period of one hun-
dred years.

I have read on Internet websites that many people fear the power of 
the Dibbuk Box . . . and yet, in some cases, they want its power. People 
from different educational backgrounds and many cultures are drawn to 
it. Even insects are oddly attracted by its potency. Wherever it is stored, 
insects gather in colonies to be near it. Accounts of health problems, 
accidents, and death that follow mysteriously in its wake are numerous 
and are documented. Each owner of the Dibbuk Box and some of their 
family members swear that this item is authentic and has haunted and 
traumatized them.

Some members of the Portland family responsible for the creation of 
the Dibbuk Box believe that, once it had been released from that family, 
its powers were set in motion to reveal a dark story. I believe that this for-
gotten story is tied to the Shoah— the Holocaust— and that it centers on 
a single man from a small city in rural America. It was to this same city to 
which the Dibbuk Box was mysteriously “called,” and where it now, hav-
ing completed its mission and journey, permanently rests.

Second, without a doubt the Dibbuk Box is a fraud; the story was created to 
turn a quick profit and deceive its buyer, and its contents have no meaning 
beyond the obvious. It is a powerless wooden wine cabinet from the 1960s 
with a hodgepodge of meaningless items stuffed inside to make it appear 
spiritual or mystical. Other members of the same family who first owned 
the box have made it very clear that they know its story and that it is sim-
ply not true—it was created by a sibling with an overactive imagination. 
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Friends and coworkers of its creator, who have been familiar with the 
object from the time it was first mentioned have documented their own 
accounts, indicating that it was created by combining found pieces, per-
haps as a hoax.

All illnesses associated with the Dibbuk Box seem likely to be psy-
chosomatic or coincidental. The original eBay listing to sell this item 
identifies people who, in reality, are composites of several people with 
false histories. Their purported experiences with the box are untrue 
based on interviews. Various sources tell me that the Dibbuk Box and 
the written online account were conceived and created by a person who, 
on the other hand, continues to insist that the story was not faked and 
that the other sources are mistaken.

Yes, these two conclusions contradict each other, but I believe both to be true. 
My research over the past seven years has shown that they are indeed 
true. Subjectively, my personal experiences with the box and my inves-
tigations into the experiences of the others who have had contact with 
it lead me to believe that the box does have some unexplainable mysti-
cal or otherworldly power. Objectively, my scholarly training, years of 
research, and natural skepticism lead me to believe that the box is noth-
ing more, can be nothing more, than a wooden box.

Read for yourself. Finish the book and decide which version of the 
truth— if any— you believe.



xiii

Acknowledgments

I have always been fearlessly curious about this world and what might 
exist beyond it. It is probably my Bohemian blood that stirs my interest in 
the unknown— passed down from my Czech immigrant grandmother, 
Marie Hajný, through my parents, Ronnie and Rhea Haxton, who 
always ensured there was a bit of untamed wilderness near our home for 
me to explore. My parents have been caring guides and supporters of my 
quests into both the known and unknown, showing a parent’s pride in 
my smallest achievements. Now, grown and a parent myself, I have one 
last achievement for them to beam about— the strange tale of my experi-
ences with the artifact that has come to be known as the Dibbuk Box.

When it became clear that I needed to organize everything I had 
learned and my personal records of my experiences and put them into 
a book, I looked around for help. Aside from keeping a personal jour-
nal and writing the occasional article on our museum for a magazine or 
newsletter, I never viewed myself as a “real” writer and the idea of a book 
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came up with a plan. I thought I had all my bases covered, but within 
three weeks, my cowriter had resigned from the project. To this day he 
is unwilling or unable to even write or speak about that time, but he did 
agree to let me share some of the details.

He stayed at my home and we made a plan to complete our project, 
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Prologue

It lies just a few feet from me, entombed in a dark gray plastic, shockproof 
shipping case I purchased at an army surplus store. As an added protec-
tive measure, it is further nestled within a wooden ark, a special religious 
container. Lined with 24- karat gold, the ark is fashioned of acacia wood 
from a single tree. Native to the Middle East, the acacia is known for 
having a sweet scent and almost indestructible hardness (from growing 
in one of the world’s driest climates)—a perfect vessel to seal “it” away to 
protect me and the few others who have ventured near the thing, know-
ingly or not. People who seek the path of danger are plentiful these days; 
I hear from them weekly by e- mail pleading for access to “it.” They act as 
if they are possessed by “it,” but who am I to judge them, being likewise 
drawn to this risk. This thing— this “it”— goes by the name Dibbuk Box 
and it needs no protection from our world. Rather it is we, the curious, 
who have something to fear.
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Chapter One

Minding My  
Own Business

To be honest, it was surprisingly easy to bring the Dibbuk Box into my 
life. As I discovered its strange qualities, I wondered whether I really had 
a choice in the matter. In fact, evidence gained through my research has 
led me to suspect that the box found me. That was its destiny and mine 
too. Seven years ago I knew nothing of the Dibbuk Box. It had been in 
existence for almost fifty years, but I was completely unaware of it, per-
haps just as it was unaware of me.

I have had the good fortune of spending most of my life working at 
universities, a “professional student” who was lucky enough to find a niche 
in academia. One perk of campus work is almost unlimited access to edu-
cation and degrees at little or no cost. Beginning with undergraduate stud-
ies in art history and the commercial arts, I moved on to graduate work in 
counseling, the humanities, and higher education. My collection of college 
credits, plus my campus work experiences, finally landed me my dream job 
as director of a midsize museum of medical history, which is connected to 
an osteopathic medical school.

It might surprise you to learn that museums in general display only 
about 10 percent of their collections. Limitations in gallery space require 
a rotation schedule to show items from the collection, although prized 
pieces remain on permanent display. The remaining objects are stored 
out of sight, not unlike the contents of your attic. A big difference, how-
ever, is that the museum’s objects are thoroughly documented and stored 
with the best long- term preservation methods available.
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One aspect of my job and that of the museum staff is to select, study, 
and interpret these historic pieces, and present them in context so their 
relevance can be understood and appreciated. Almost daily, single items 
or boxes of items find their way to our office. For some artifacts, the 
museum is a last chance, a final home. Some of those we cannot use are 
offered to organizations that might be able to use them. Others are sold, 
or bagged and carted off to the dumpster. For my staff and me, this con-
stant sorting of trash and treasure is a daily routine. We find ourselves 
almost literally wading through decades of accumulated items— a back-
log of historic oddities brought to the museum by well- meaning donors 
who passed on anything even remotely related to medicine.

To catch up on this workload, I often turn to the nearby liberal arts 
university to enlist college students seeking work experience, intern-
ships, or part- time jobs in the field of museum and library collections. 
On rare occasions I am able to provide paid positions thanks to small 
museum grants. When this opportunity presents itself, I seek out punc-
tual, autonomous, and— most importantly—low-maintenance students.

In the summer of 2003, I hired Brian, who had already performed 
two years of volunteer work with us, to be my part- time office manager. 
Brian dreamed of a museum career much like mine. His dedication to 
the collection and his warm disposition toward visitors and staff made 
him a favorite— and an ideal hire. Unfortunately, an impulsive action by 
Brian’s roommate eventually involved the entire museum staff, to one 
degree or another, in a definitely high-maintenance situation, turning 
both the museum and my world around. I never saw it coming and, in 
fairness, neither did Brian.

It was on June 7, 2003, that Brian began working as a paid staff mem-
ber of the museum. Not surprisingly, Brian’s first week of work went 
smoothly. He picked up the basic skills of scheduling, transferring calls, 
and receiving artifacts from donors with little guidance. The dates and 
the details of what happened are easy for me to recall because I have kept 
a daily journal for well over twenty- one years. I began doing this on a 
whim when I learned my wife was pregnant with our first child. I thought 
that one day my children might want to learn about and re- experience 
their upbringing. That whim has grown into 140 filled journals; I can 
travel back to any day of my life in seconds.
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These daily entries predate my knowledge of the Dibbuk Box, so I 
have a very accurate description of my thoughts, feelings, and actions 
from when I first heard about the Dibbuk Box and the evolving infor-
mation I gathered after the box came into my care. It is from this trove 
of documented material that I am writing this factual account of what 
really happened.

Brian’s quiet demeanor in general led me and my staff to assume 
he was a somewhat introverted and self- motivated person— perfect 
for museum work. He was fitting in quite nicely with our daily routine, 
which typically begins with a staff meeting, for which we take turns 
bringing in glazed doughnuts or the occasional coffee cake. Updates 
on the day’s tours, incoming donations, and projects needing assistance 
from staff members are mixed with news on each staff member’s home 
life. Most everyone on staff is married, with school- age children and a 
pet or two, living in an older home by choice. So it is not unusual for us 
to digress into a child’s school success, the latest home renovation proj-
ect, or a pet’s illness, and we all freely share our life experiences with the 
problem at hand. Rousing discussions wrap up by eight thirty, when we 
part to start the day’s work.

As our only college- age adult on staff, Brian had none of the life 
experiences of his older colleagues, and each morning I watched him 
sit in silence as we discussed our family lives and concerns. Was Brian 
bored? Definitely. But I figured our morning chats were good prepara-
tion for the day he finally left the artificial utopia of college and settled 
into domesticity.

So it surprised us all on the morning of Tuesday, June 17, 2003, 
when Brian actually spoke at the morning roundtable. Perhaps he was 
beginning to feel part of the museum team and wanted to be in on the 
domestic discussions. Or perhaps Brian had reached his limit with the 
ongoing saga of the arthritic dog being carried down the porch steps to 
do its business. Whatever the reason, Brian cleared his throat and calmly 
stated, “This weekend my roommate bought a haunted box.”

The sudden quiet must have surprised even Brian, as all eyes turned 
and focused squarely on him. He could see by our puzzled expressions 
that he definitely had our full attention; all thoughts of kids, houses, and 
pets had evaporated. None of our experiences could top his statement.
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Brian repeated with a little more confidence and energy, “My room-
mate bought this haunted box on eBay. Really, he did, and I can show it to 
you.” Brian got up, walked over to the front- desk computer, and started 
typing to pull up the eBay listing. As we crowded around the monitor, he 
said, “See, there it is.” The image on the screen could hardly be described 
as scary. It was a small, worn wooden cabinet of simple design, with two 
doors adorned with distinct appliqué clusters of grapes. Triangle- shaped 
brass hinges held the doors shut and there was a small lower drawer that 
pulled out. This “wine cabinet” seemed a bit worn from many years of 
use. The image we saw only added to our initial confusion. Had we mis-
understood Brian? Was this pleasant looking knickknack the “haunted 
box?”

We took turns reading aloud the following account by the seller, 
Kevin Mannis of Portland, Oregon.

All the events that I am about to set forth in this listing are accurate 
and may be verified by the winning bidder with the copies of hospital 
records and sworn affidavits that I am including as part of the sale of 
the cabinet.

During September of 2001, I attended an estate sale in Portland, 
Oregon. The items liquidated at this sale were from the estate of a 
woman who had passed away at the age of 103. A granddaughter of 
the woman told me that her grandmother had been born in Poland 
where she grew up, married, raised a family, and lived until she was 
sent to a Nazi concentration camp during World War II. She was the 
only member of her family who survived the camp. Her parents, broth-
ers, a sister, husband, and two sons and a daughter were all killed. She 
survived the camp by escaping with some other prisoners and some-
how making her way to Spain where she lived until the end of the war. 
I was told that she acquired the small wine cabinet listed here in Spain 
and [that] it was one of only three items that she brought with her 
when she immigrated to the United States. The other two items were a 
steamer trunk, and a sewing box.

I purchased the wine cabinet, along with the sewing box and some 
other furniture at the estate sale. After the sale, I was approached by 
the woman’s granddaughter who said, “I see you got the Dibbuk Box.” 
She was referring to the wine cabinet. I asked her what a Dibbuk Box 
was, and she told me that when she was growing up, her grandmother 
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always kept the wine cabinet in her sewing room. It was always shut, 
locked and set in a place that was out of reach. The grandmother 
always called it the Dibbuk Box. When the girl asked her grandmother 
what was inside, her grandmother spit three times through her fingers 
[and] said, a Dibbuk, and keselim. The grandmother went on to tell the 
girl that the wine cabinet was never, ever, to be opened.

The granddaughter told me that her grandmother had asked that 
the box be buried with her. However, as such a request was contrary 
to the rules of an orthodox Jewish burial, the grandmother’s request 
had not been honored. I asked the granddaughter what a Dibbuk and 
keselim were, but she did not know. I asked if she would like to [pry the 
lock off and] open it with me. She did not want to open it, as her grand-
mother had been very emphatic and serious when she instructed her 
not to do so, and, regardless of the reason her grandmother wanted to 
keep it closed, she wanted to honor her grandmother’s request.

I decided to offer to let her just keep it, as it seemed to me that it 
must be a very sentimental keepsake. At that point, she was very insis-
tent and said, “No, no, you bought it!”

I explained that I didn’t want my money back, and that it would 
make me feel better to do what I thought was an act of kindness. She 
then became somewhat upset. Looking back now, the way she became 
upset with me was just plain odd. She raised her voice to me and said, 
“You bought it! You made a deal!”

When I tried to speak, she yelled, “We don’t want it!” She began to 
cry, and asked that I please leave— now, and she quickly walked away 
from me. I wrote the whole episode off to the stress and grief that she 
must have been experiencing. I gathered up my items, paid the cashier, 
and quietly left.

At the time I bought the cabinet, I owned a small furniture refin-
ishing business. I took the wooden cabinet to my store, and put it in my 
basement workshop where I intended to refinish it and give it as a gift 
to my mother. I didn’t think anything more about it. I opened my shop 
for the day and went to run some errands leaving the young woman 
who did sales for me in charge.

After about a half hour, I got a call on my cell phone. The call was 
from my salesperson. She was absolutely hysterical and screaming that 
someone was in my [basement] workshop breaking glass and swear-
ing. Furthermore, the intruder had locked the iron security gates and 




