
A TRUE CRIME NARRATIVE

Sweet Poison

――――――――――――――――――――――

She Served Love. She Served Death.

Nobody Knew the Difference.

Samwel Robert Naal

Sweet Poison

A True Crime Narrative

Copyright © 2025 Samwel Robert Naal

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted

in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of narrative non-fiction. Names of certain individuals have been changed

or fictionalised for legal and privacy reasons. All events are based on the public record

of the Koodathayi serial murder case, Kerala, India.

First Edition 2025

Published by Samwel Robert Naal


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

SWEET POISON

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

EPILOGUE

――――――――――――――

For Roy, Annamma, Tom, Sily, Shaju, Alphine.

You were not forgotten.

You were never forgotten.

――――――――――――――

And for Rajan.

The man who would not let go.

T  A  B  L  E  O  F  C  O  N  T  E  N  T  S

––––––––
[image: ]



I  —  The Good Wife 5

II  —  The Village Saint 13

III  —  The Invisible Poison 21

IV  —  The First Grave 29

V  —  A Pattern of Grief 37

VI  —  The Inheritance 45

VII  —  What Rajan Knew 53

VIII  —  The Man Who Would Not Let Go 61

IX  —  The Confession 69

X  —  The Trial 77

XI  —  Justice 85

Epilogue 93





	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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~ The Good Wife ~

––––––––
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There is a particular kind of woman that a small village chooses to love without reservation. She is not necessarily the most beautiful, though beauty helps. She is not the most educated, though a certain polish adds lustre. She is, above all, the woman who appears to want nothing for herself — who gives and gives and gives, whose hands are always busy with someone else's need, whose smile never falters even when the world has given her every reason to let it fall.

Marappalam, a village nestled among the green hills of Kozhikode in northern Kerala, had such a woman. Her name was Jolly. And for fourteen years — through six deaths, six funerals, and six rounds of condolences pressed into her open palms — the village loved her without reservation.

It was the greatest mistake the village ever made.

* * *
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She was born Jolly Mathew, the second daughter of a family whose circumstances were modest but whose ambitions for their children were not. From her earliest years she demonstrated the kind of intelligence that teachers note in their registers with a small asterisk of excitement — quick to understand, quicker still to adapt, possessed of an instinct for reading a room that went far beyond what her age might have predicted.

She was also, from those same earliest years, possessed of something else. Something that her teachers did not note and her parents did not celebrate, because it was not the kind of quality that announces itself in childhood. It announced itself only later, in the accumulated evidence of a life lived with a particular coldness at its centre — a coldness so perfectly insulated by warmth and performance and the careful cultivation of trust that it remained invisible for the better part of two decades.

That coldness was this: Jolly Mathew looked at the world and saw in it not people to be loved or feared or befriended, but pieces to be moved. Obstacles to be cleared. Resources to be deployed. She moved through life with the patient, methodical efficiency of someone who has always known exactly what she wants and has never allowed sentiment to complicate the pursuit of it.

What she wanted, from the time she was old enough to want things, was a better life than the one she had been born into. This is not, in itself, an unusual desire. It is perhaps the most universal human desire there is. But most people who want better lives seek them through education, through work, through the slow accumulation of opportunity. Jolly's approach was different. More direct. More efficient. And considerably more lethal.

* * *
[image: ]


She married Roy Thomas in the summer of her twenty-eighth year, in a ceremony that Marappalam attended with the warm approval reserved for unions that make obvious sense. Roy was a decent man — steady in his work, reliable in his habits, liked by his neighbours and respected by his colleagues. He was not exciting. He was not ambitious. He was not the kind of man about whom anyone would write poetry. But he was solid, and solid was what Jolly's family had prayed for.

Jolly understood this. She accepted Roy with the appropriate gratitude, the appropriate smile, the appropriate demeanour of a woman who has received exactly what she hoped for. She was, by every observable measure, a happy bride. She was warm with Roy's family. She danced at the reception with the unself-conscious pleasure of a woman celebrating genuinely.

The pleasure, it must be said, was genuine. Just not for the reasons anyone supposed.

She had, before the wedding, made a careful assessment of Roy Thomas — not only his finances, though those mattered, but his social assets. His family's standing in Marappalam. His parents' property. The trust he had built with neighbours over a lifetime of steadiness. These were resources. And Jolly, who understood resources with the precision of an accountant, intended to make full use of them.

What she had not fully accounted for was the limitation of Roy's earning potential. He worked hard. He always worked hard. But his ceiling was visible from the ground floor, and Jolly — whose own ceiling she had always imagined to be somewhere far higher — found it insufferable within two years of marriage.

It was at a cousin's wedding in the adjacent parish that she first saw Shaju.

He came into her field of vision like a man who had always expected to be noticed — broad-shouldered, loud in the way that certain men are loud when they are comfortable in their own skin, alive with an energy that Roy, through no fault of his own, simply could not match. His name was Shaju. He worked in construction management. He earned nearly double what Roy brought home each month. He had a wife — a quiet, dark-eyed woman named Sily — and two young children. He had, above all, the quality of a future.

Jolly noticed all of this in approximately twenty minutes. She filed it away with the neatness of someone who does not misplace important information. She returned to Roy's side, accepted a glass of juice, smiled at the right people — and on the drive home that evening, was so cheerful and attentive that Roy felt better without understanding why.

She did not act immediately. That was never her way. Jolly's particular genius — if one can call it that — was patience. The ability to hold a plan in the mind without urgency. To let it develop at the pace the circumstances demanded. To move only when the movement would be invisible. She moved the way a glacier moves: too slowly for the eye to catch, but inexorably, and with devastating eventual effect.

For now, she simply became the best wife in Marappalam.

The idiyappam was perfected to a near-legendary standard. The house was maintained with an attention to detail that visitors invariably remarked on. Roy's parents — Annamma and Tom Thomas, both of whom lived nearby and both of whom held strong opinions on what constituted a proper daughter-in-law — were treated with a devotion that left them speechless with gratitude. Within the first year of marriage she had given them a grandson. This single act secured her position in the family as permanently as a signed legal document.

Father Sebastian, the priest at the local church, observed all of this with benevolent satisfaction. He mentioned Jolly in a homily — not by name, which would have been improper, but in terms that everyone recognised. She was, he suggested, a living example of the vocation of wife and mother when lived with genuine faith. Several women in the congregation felt a complicated mixture of admiration and inadequacy. Their husbands felt only the admiration.

Nobody felt anything more complicated than that. There was nothing, at this stage of the story, to feel complicated about.

* * *
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The pains began in February of 2002, four years into the marriage.

Roy mentioned them first — a burning in the chest after dinner, which he attributed to the fish curry. Jolly listened with the attentive concern that had always been one of her most convincing performances. She brought him warm water with ginger steeped in it. She sat beside him and placed a cool hand on his forehead and told him to rest.

He rested. The pain faded. He slept.

The pain returned the following week. And the week after that. The doctor in the town clinic examined him and found nothing conclusive. Possible gastritis. Stress. The kinds of things that happen to men who work too hard. Avoid spicy food. Take these tablets.

Roy took the tablets. The fish curry arrived the following Sunday with less fire in it, and Roy ate it with the quiet gratitude of a man who feels looked after.

He was, in the most precise and terrible sense of the phrase, being looked after.

Jolly had obtained the potassium cyanide through a young man at a goldsmith's workshop in a town two hours' drive away — a young man who had been, briefly and uselessly, in love with her, and who had fulfilled her request without asking questions, because people in love are not always as careful as they should be. She had administered the first dose on a Tuesday evening, alone in the kitchen at eleven o'clock, adding a clear and almost odourless liquid to the warm ginger water that Roy had come to expect after dinner.

The first dose was insufficient. Roy was unwell for two days and then recovered, which told her the quantity was wrong. She adjusted. The second attempt was closer. The third was correct.

Roy Thomas died on a Tuesday in March, in his own bed, in the dark, while his wife slept in the adjacent room with the deep and untroubled regularity of a woman entirely at peace with herself. He was thirty-four years old. He had done nothing to deserve what was done to him, except to stand between Jolly and the life she had decided to pursue.

The doctor came in the morning and wrote cardiac arrest on the certificate with a hand that did not hesitate, because cardiac arrest was a reasonable conclusion, and because nothing in his training had prepared him to suspect anything else.

Jolly wept at the funeral with the authenticity of a woman who has rehearsed grief so many times that the performance and the feeling have become indistinguishable. She stood at the graveside in a white sari, her eyes red and her composure impeccable, and received the condolences of the entire village with the quiet dignity of a woman who has suffered more than she deserved and intends, in God's good time, to endure it.

Nobody asked any questions. There was nothing, at that point, to ask.
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