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    He should have been a victim. Instead, he survived.

In 2017, Sean Cribbin unknowingly came face-to-face with one of Canada's most notorious serial killers. Drugged, restrained, and left unconscious, he came within minutes of becoming another name on a growing list of victims.

He didn't even know it had happened—until months later.

Walking Out of the Storm is a powerful true story of survival, trauma, and the long journey from victim to survivor. Raw, honest, and deeply human, this memoir explores the reality of living with PTSD, survivor's guilt, and the weight of a story that refuses to stay silent.

A gripping true crime account and a testament to resilience you won't forget.
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Foreword By Catherine Macdonald Tribute by Bill Greer

By Sean Cribbin
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This book is dedicated to:

Steve Sauder

Abdulbasir Faizi

Andrew Kinsman

Dean Lisowick

Krishna Kumar Kanagaratnam. Majeed Kayan

Salim Esen

Skandaraj Navaratnam

Soroush Mahmoudi

––––––––
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“And once the storm is over, you won’t remember how you made it through, how you managed to survive. You won’t even be sure, whether the storm

is over. But one thing is certain. When you come out of the storm, you won’t be the same person who walked in. That’s what the storm is all about.”

Haruki Murakami

Catherine McDonald
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Foreword 
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I ﬁrst saw Sean Cribbin in the 7th ﬂoor courtroom of Toronto's Superior Courthouse in January 2019, on the day that Bruce McArthur would plead guilty to the First-Degree Murders of eight men. Sean and I had never met before, but after spending days pouring over a lengthy interview he had given to a freelance journalist Arlene Bynon that Global News had purchased, and produced for our newscast in February 2018, I was anxious to see if Sean would show up. 

There in the pews reserved for victims and their families was Sean. The following day, he invited me to come sit down with him and his midtown apartment to discuss the outcome of the case. Sean was instantly likeable but also still dealing with post-traumatic stress. He told me how he needed to face his demon in court, how he still suffered night terrors, and believed he could have been victim #8. Honest about the survivor's guilt he still feels. 

As a crime reporter, meeting victims and telling their stories is a privilege. Often, those anxious ﬁrst interviews turn into lifelong friendships.  Our friendship has only grown since that day. Sean invited me to be a part of his documentary, and he has since appeared on an episode of "Crime Beat" for Global News. His experience and memories of a survivor who was saved by the unexpected arrival of Bruce McArthur's roommate coming home is a haunting story.  

This book is a testament to Sean Cribbin's strength and resilience. 
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INTRODUCTION
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To write this book, I had to really stop and think where my story actually 

begins. On July 26, 2017, I was a victim of Canada’s oldest, and many would say most infamous serial killer, Bruce McArthur. That may constitute the physical entrance into this nightmare but perhaps it started May 1st, 2017, on that day that 

I had arrangements to meet up with McArthur, but I overslept (given what eventually happened, it’s clear that having a nap before meeting him that day 

was a life-saving decision). Or maybe it began during the three years previous, where he and I would chat on Growl, an online dating app for gay men, only one of three apps that he and I had been communicating on. Our communications were intermittent, but ongoing: brief conversations on three different online apps (the other two were Bear 411, a site for hirsute, bigger guys, and Recon, a site focused more on the kinkier side of the spectrum). It may have very well been viewed as innocent banter between two individuals or was it a tactic often used by predators on the hunt, it is possible Bruce MacArthur had already started to groom me with his harmless familiarity that was gaining me trust. Even after he and I ﬁnally met on July 26, I had no clue of what had really happened to me - that I had been unlawfully conﬁned and nearly murdered. 

I continued to be oblivious for the six months immediately following our meeting. I never agreed to be restrained that day, nor did I agree to ingest a double dose of the GHB. These were assumptions made by misinformed individuals who concluded and assumed based on the news reports, and the nature the tone of the online dating site Recon, that caters to those who play in the fetish, kink world, and the fact that McArthur’s proﬁle clearly states that bondage was one of his greatest excitements. Even though I did trust him and did not see any red ﬂags prior to play, I am an experienced and educated kinkster: 

A Man does not wake up at the age of 58 and decide to start killing as a 

new hobby. I do not know of any cases of a Serial Killer that started so late in life. 

I would have never had agreed to be restrained in a ﬁrst session. 

I would have never agreed to be restrained with handcuffs. I ﬁnd them uncomfortable and they cut into my wrists. Plain and simple it was a matter of personal preference: I would have nixed the handcuffs if we ever got to the bondage discussion, if there had been subsequent sessions with him (see point 1). Thankfully he left enough of a general poor impression that future visits were not going to occur

Finally, the criminal code of Canada says that “consent cannot be given if consciousness is impaired” so the moment I began to feel the effects of the GHB cocktail, my consciousness was now impaired and any prior consents, if there had been any, implied or otherwise, would have become null and void.

––––––––
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Most start in their mid to late twenty’s. It is my belief this is the case with 

McArthur, but that is for the police to contend with and that is why I believe the case is still an ongoing investigation. 

Does my story in fact start with September 10th, 2010, the last date 

Skandraj Navaratnam was seen alive? Though it is my story, a big part of it includes paying my respects to the eight known victims who had perished at the hand of this Monster, and to offer a glimpse of these Men who were human 

beings not just numbers I will always remember. The book ends with a tribute chapter penned by Bill Greer, good friend and producer of the documentary 

“Was I Next? The Sean Cribbin Story.” I do not know if there were kills that predated Skanda Navaratnam, so no one can pinpoint when McArthur began leaving a trail of bodies. I struggled in therapy, to realize the value, if any, that 

my story must anyone other than those dedicated to the examination of true crime. 

This I thought long and hard on, but at one point I said in the ﬁlm “There is no manual on how to navigate this shit” shit referring to the many odd and 

different obstacles, both mental and physical, that come up for a person under such stress, that any idea of how to deal with such an extraordinary set of circumstances seemed unfathomable, “You just do the best you can navigating each obstacle as it comes up.” Here I do believe there can be generalities, and support, and preparedness could possibly be drawn from my journey. My hope 

is that there are some seeds of wisdom that can be gained. That, on a broader spectrum, may help those victimized. So, it is my intention and my continued hope, that by sharing my journey, I can assist others through their pain and the muck that accompanies their journey from victim to survivor. Obviously, my story is unique, but this is true of every story. I believe there are some common generalities that can be held true for survivors of any trauma, be it war, natural 

The last word or the ﬁnal chapter is a memorial tribute to the eight men 

who died. I asked Billy Greer to write what I saw as the most important image I wish the reader to gain. I felt I was too close to offer clarity when it comes to paying respects to the eight victims. So often in these cases we lose sight of the victims: Skandraj Navaratnam, Abdulbasir Faizi, Majid Kayhan, Dean Lisowick, Soroush Mahmoudi, Krishna Kumar Kanagaratnam, Salim Esen and Andrew Kinsman. The victims deserve to be remembered. 

Attention is drawn to the crimes and the serial killer. I understand: It is sensational, serial killers are contrary to the very fabric and foundation of what makes a civilized society. 

These obscene monsters with their acts, remind us that there is in fact evil among 

disasters, disease, accidents, violations of trust, or mental and/or physical abuse. In my case my trauma just happened to stem from a serial killer. So rather than style some sort of self-help book out of my experience, which in a large part is not ﬁnished, as it on going, the act of writing this book was a catalyst to many new eye-opening perspectives, and new emotional breakdowns. Breakdowns are not necessarily always a negative occurrence. From a breakdown one must 

inevitably rebuild oneself, stronger and wiser. To be completely honest I do not know if my storm will ever end. but clear skies and sunshine have returned to my life not fully as I will never be the same person i was when I entered the storm. I will share my story as raw and candidly as I tried to do with every news appearance and interview. It is important that I mention that I had a previous traumatizing event before meeting McArthur, that for legal reasons I cannot discuss in detail, just know that there is an underlying pall that included: betrayal, extreme violations of trust, and mental abuse, that I carried over to a degree, and acted as a baseline to this story1.

There are other stories that weave through mine that I can’t do justice to, 

though. One such is the story of McArthur’s roommate, whose unexpected early return home from work saved my life. 

He experienced many of the same emotions and pain as I did, he is also a victim. I for one would be emotionally us. They are thankfully rare enough, that they garner a ﬂurry of attention as they are uniquely abnormal. If serial killers were plentiful and viewed as a regular occurrence, that would worry me. Bill Greer’s gentle manner will close out the book with a fresh voice.

This book is co-dedicated to the victims. Those victims deserve not to be forgotten, that Monster does not deserve the pseudo-celebrity status that so many psychopathic killers gain. There were however eight Men who did not have the luck of circumstance that I did on that day in July, and they each met a demise unworthy of any human being. 

In the months following my ﬁnding out what had happened to me people kept saying to me that I was saved for a “purpose”, yet no one knew what that purpose was. I have learned that I was not saved for a purpose at all. I was spared a grisly death because I was lucky and it took hundreds of details to come together in a particular and exact combination to spare my life during that encounter. 

My life is no more or less valuable than any of those Men who died. It remains uncertain as to where my personal story starts but the factors that led up to that afternoon in July 2017 was well in the works for at least a decade. So instead, I will start my story on the ﬁrst documented step towards trying to heal, the ﬁrst entry in my therapeutic journal, this will be as good as any point to start.

scarred knowing I blithely lived in the same apartment as a killer, that my home had been used to murder people in cold blood in. I was bound and determined to ﬁnd that man who had inadvertently saved my life and when my partner Steve, completely out of the blue, ended up ﬁnding him through mutual friends, we extended an invitation for him and his partner to join us for dinner at the beginning of March 2020. I cried, I hugged him, I said thank you, but discovered he felt far from heroic, and he carried much of the same guilt and pain as I, he has chosen to remain anonymous.

There is Issac (not his real name), who told his story, every bit as terrifying as my own, in a very compelling interview with Global Television’s crime reporter Catherine Macdonald. I could hear in his voice the guilt and pain he too carries with him. Many of the people involved in this story do. Jon (not his real name) also choosing to remain anonymous, the ﬁnal man that was tied to the bed when the police banged on that apartment door the day, they arrested McArthur on Jan 19, 2018. 

I can only imagine the pain he carries around in his own in his own life, closeted, silent, but I hope not untreated. For reasons personal to them they have chosen to remain anonymous. 

Mark, the man that was assaulted in the hallway outside his apartment by McArthur with a length of lead pipe, recently came forward and of course, he too feels the guilt as well. As wrong as it may be. unfortunately, it is a natural response to those who live through something this horriﬁc when there are victims that did not. For myself to heal I must speak out and share my story and at least attempt to turn my tragedy into a teachable moment. 

Deeper yet, on a level I have not seen in other cases, I witnessed some of the media, that really took the victims into account. I saw many of the men and women of the media do their jobs and report with such a compassion for the Men who were victimized, The introduction will end with the message I had delivered at Cedars Campground on Labour Day August 30, 2019, during their annual illumination and extending that courtesy to those living victims. My experience is not vast on the topic, and I had much more invested in this story than stories with a similar depth of pain, but I felt the care and importance prevalent throughout the entire coverage of this story to stress the humanity of the victims. The Catherine Macdonald / Issac interview is a prime example of this empathy and emotion that a professional journalist can demonstrate while still being professional, and it was riveting. I could not get through that interview without welling up with tears. I did not meet Catherine till the day that Monster pled guilty eight times. 

Global News had acquired the original Arlene Bynan / Shaun Proulx interview and Catherine oversaw the story from Globe’s end. Often, I would hear her talk about me, and it was never without empathy and compassion. Catherine Macdonald treated me the way we should all treat everyone in life. with respect and humanity. 

I know the Toronto Police Services was and is often criticized for their overall handling of the case. I however witnessed ﬁrst hand detectives deeply affected by the horrors which accompanied this case, doing the best they could do with the information they were given. 

The police can only make statements on what they can prove. Theories and conjecture cannot be read into the public record without real physical evidence to back it up. Finally in a broader sense, the community was reeling, its trust had been violated, the community was a victim of the man convicted of killing the eight of their own. They were members of their community, and it was their home, their turf that this monster lured his victims from and where he hunted. This left a community living in fear.

Tribute weekend at a tree planting ceremony. for those eight men:

My Name is Sean Cribbin. 

I’m very humbled and thankful to be given this opportunity today to participate in this particular tree planting ceremony in honour of the eight Men that perished at the hand of that Monster over the last decade. Much thanks to Chris and Kevin for being open to this addition to illumination this year, because, as well as being a huge step in my own personal healing, it is my hope that it can be a stepping stone in the healing of our whole community. 

For those of you who do not know my story, on January 20, 2018, I received a phone call that at the time I did not know would forever change my life both on a personal level and in my view of the world. 

It was a detective from the Toronto Police Service on the other end of the line, and she told me I had vital information about a multiple murder case and wouldn't please come in for an interview. 

It was during this hour-long interview that I learned that my unconscious body had been posed and photographed by the man arrested one day before, the man who at the time was charged with two counts of first-degree murder for Andrew kinsman and Salim Essen. 

The photograph, I learned had me unconscious, hooded, handcuffed to the bed with duct tape over my eyes... the murderer’s hand was also in the picture, holding a length of lead pipe... the same pipe on which they had discovered the DNA of both Kinsman and Essen. 

The pipe was held against my throat. As details emerged, it was revealed that I had been unconscious for about 20 minutes, during that time by luck or the grace of a higher power, the monster’s roommate came home unexpectedly having decided to take a half day off work and showed up four hours earlier than expected. 

––––––––
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I do believe if it had not been for that stroke of luck, divine intervention or however you wish to describe it my name would be being read aloud today with the other eight victims.

These horrid crimes fractured the community, fractured the LGBTQ2 relations with Toronto police services, and race and sexuality were pulled into question. The fact is we were shocked to the core and frightened, and people naturally tend to lash out and need someone or something to blame. 

I was blamed for my stupidity and slutty behaviour again in public forums. The fact is there was only one person to be blamed and that was the monster himself. The day I discovered my place in all of this I asked the detective how close I was to not being alive in the Detectives eyes welled up with tears ever so slightly and voice cracked when she answered, "I am just very happy you're here today". 

This isn't the response of someone who doesn't care.

The monster was cunning the monster was manipulative, the monster was a predator choosing victims that we're less likely to have ties in the community, or family that would immediately notice their absence, the monster new to avoid anything that would create a paper trail or provide a path that would lead back to him. 

Some are still angry, and it's understandable, but please let's point our anger in the right direction. At that monster. From the inside I witnessed a caring police force doing their job with very little to go on. Yes, there were mistakes made it was because the monster new how to manipulate.

But enough of that. Another side shone through after my interview aired on television of a very caring community and not just ours... Straights, Christians, Muslims, Jews notes were coming from everywhere. 

Strangers sent messages and letters of support thanking me for telling my story commanding my bravery. 

At the time I did not get it, but Now I do. We need to stop blaming and open ourselves to putting ourselves in other people’s shoes and this is an opportunity to get the message out, if my story, mistakes and all, can help us heal then it is worth it.

When you are meeting someone:

1.tell someone: have a trusted confidant that won't slut shame you.

2.screenshot profile and send it to that trusted individual

3.if there are no pictures of them on their profile take a picture of them when they come to pick you up and if they will not agree and then do not go

It can happen to anyone gay or straight do not kid yourselves. 

Whether you use a dating service or app once-in-a-lifetime or several times a week. 

Those messages of support gave me the strength to endure those that said I deserved it, and many more hateful remarks. 

So, it is my community, you all are my community, and I appreciate you on a very deep and personal level. Thank you!

Skandarraj Navaratnam Saroush Mahmudi

Majeed Kayhan

Abdulbasir Fazi

Krishna Kumar Kanagaratnam Dean Lisowick

Salim Esen

Andrew Kinsman

Now a community like a sapling can take years to gather strength, can be damaged by storms and harsh conditions but with the community behind it- nurturing its growth, caring for it-Its roots grow stronger. 

Until hopefully one day it is a healthy, sturdy tree that we all take pride in. 

So, without further ado I would like to call on my fellow crew members to assist in the dedication of this tree in the hanging of the lights, there' will be one for each of the victims as well as a ninth light for those who may not have been found. 

This will be followed by 30 second moment of silence.

Thank you very much to Cedars again and all of you for taking the time to listen to me talk, again most humbled. 

Thank you!

Notes:

1.extreme refers to the severity, there are, alleged, crimes committed against 

me that are violations of my human rights, and crimes by deﬁnition of the 

Criminal Code because of non-disclosure agreement and statue of 

limitations can no longer be addressed, or discussed to any detail with the 

exception of my spouse. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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On the Lamb

(With excerpts from Sean’s Therapy Journal)

Feb. 19th, 2018

I guess we will jump in where I boarded a plane bound for Philly out of Pearson. This trip was planned with my friend Vick to go to Antwerp long before all this madness began, but ironically after the event that would bring me to a point where I felt I had a story to tell. Not only did this trip have a vacation vibe, but it also now had total functionality. 

I am a Man on the run. Not for the crimes I committed but for the crimes someone else committed against me. 

That Man is in jail while the investigation continues. 

Not sure how the whole “due process” timeline goes, but I think they will ﬁnish investigating, and then the case will either go to trial, or straight to sentencing. My hope is on the latter because if it goes to trial I Paddock Life Magazine.

He suggested that once my name gets out there, either by the trial or, let’s face it, someone in the gay community leaking it to the press, things would get crazy real fast.

So, in January?? I sent a very cryptic email to my former editor Shaun Proulx. Shaun owned a successful media company; was an established journalist and radio personality and a friend I knew I could trust. Shaun got back to me quickly. 

He asked if it could wait till his return from vacation in Mexico at the end of the month. 

I felt he should know the facts as I knew them so he could think about the offer I wanted to present to him, thus we arranged a Skype meeting for Sunday ??, 2018. 

At this point he was informed that I needed his strictest conﬁdential‐city and because he is a journalist, I needed our conversations to be off the record. That Sunday we ﬁnally connected on Skype, I opened with the gist of why I contacted him. 

I was in a mess of something, and I had need of a spokesperson and I would like him to think it over. 

So of course, anyone needs to know why before they agree so I ﬁlled him in. 
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