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      The Irish are the biggest chocolate eaters in the world, chomping through some eleven kilograms per person each year. We’re
         also high-fliers in the planet’s premier league for confectionery in general.
      

      
      I’m no exception. At least, I wasn’t. In the Corless household of my childhood, the finger-wagging phrase ‘you’ll ruin your
         dinner’ featured in the top five most frequently uttered phrases just behind ‘brush your teeth’, ‘say your prayers’, ‘do your
         homework’ and ‘stop doing that’.
      

      
      My dad, Martin, was a telephone engineer. Every time he returned home from a work outing to Cork, he’d have a round wooden
         box of Hadji Bey’s highly exotic Turkish Delight with big chunks of sugar dusted jelly which were a highlight of my childhood.
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      The lowlight of my childhood was going to school, and I put up heroic resistance. The local national school was a prefabricated
         Stalag that squatted at the foot of a hill. At the top of the hill, at the halfway point between our house and the school,
         was a poky dim and dingy sweetshop called The Little Owl. For me, The Little Owl would come to represent the point of no return
         between happiness and misery.
      

      
      When I was four-and-a-half my mother strapped my schoolbag to my back, took a firm grip of my little hand and dragged me on
         the short walk (which for me was a trail of tears) to attend my first day at school. As we neared The Little Owl, I decided
         it was now or never – I broke her grip and ran like the wind to find a hiding place in our front garden.
      

      
      Indulgent and loving, she relented, and I’d won a reprieve.

      
      A year later, as that dreaded date in September approached again, I came up with a cunning plan – I’d do exactly the same
         again.
      

      
      And I did.

      
      And it worked!

      
      And that’s how I lived out every young child’s dream and avoided going to school until I was getting on for the advanced age
         of seven. After that, The Little Owl became a regular stopover on my walk home from school, where a few of us would pool our
         pennies to buy a quarter-pound of bull’s eyes weighed out into a paper bag or greaseproof cone.
      

      
      Other treasured memories include savouring Sherbet Fountains on a trip up the road from my home in Dublin to Drogheda where
         we were mesmerised, and a little repulsed, by the sight of the mummified head of the Catholic martyr Oliver Plunkett. I vividly
         remember the fizz of the sherbet and the plastic doll bought by my mother, Kay, for my sister, Mary. Stamped on it were the
         words ‘Made in China’. Mary went into school the next day and told her friends, with impeccable logic, that the Corless family
         had spent the previous Sunday afternoon visiting China.
      

      
      The memories don’t stop there. Back from a brief trip to the west of Ireland, my parents gushed about how they’d met the burly
         American actor and singer Burl Ives in a pub. In our household, this was bigger than meeting The Beatles. A vinyl album of Ives’ children’s songs was a mainstay
         of the record deck, and my favourite, along with ‘There Was An Old Woman Who Swallowed A Fly’, was ‘Big Rock Candy Mountain’.
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      ‘Big Rock Candy Mountain’ was about an American drifter’s notion of paradise. The original version referred to cigarette trees,
         lakes of whiskey and other grown-up things, but Ive’s version concentrated on the lemonade springs and the soda fountains,
         which was good enough for us.
      

      
      We were prepared to blur the line between real sweets and the ones you could make up with a little imagination and empty pockets.
         Perhaps the worst idea we had involved mixing some Mi-Wadi orange concentrate and Andrews Liver Salts to make a concoction
         that was our own version of the Fanta fizzy drink.
      

      
      Predictably, it lacked the finesse of the factory-made pop, but there were worse episodes.

      
      On a holiday visit to Bunratty Castle, the family had a bite of lunch in the teashop. There were mini-pats of butter on the
         table, and I cruelly informed my younger sister, Mary, that these were caramel sweets. She popped one in her mouth, chewed,
         and went into convulsions of nausea.
      

      
      As she recently reminded me, ‘After that, I had a fear of butter. I ate dry bread for years.’

      
      Karma meted out my comeuppance a couple of years later on a school trip to Belgium. I still get a toxic taste in my mouth
         when I relive how I greedily gulped down a lump of something I assumed to be a caramel sweet dusted with icing sugar. It was
         Brie cheese, which was quite a shock to a palate brought up on Calvita cheese.
      

      
      I’ll spare you further detail, but my taste buds were traumatised for life.
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      There are historical and geographical reasons why the Irish are such big sweet eaters. For centuries, neighbouring Britain
         was the hub of the world’s sugar trade, and Ireland got the spin-off of cheap and plentiful sweetmeats.
      

      
      As a nation, our real love affair with chocolate and sweets began around the start of the twentieth century, when large numbers
         of people began moving from the countryside to the towns and cities. The link between the two is no coincidence. The diet
         of the urban worker and the urban household often lacked the nutrition of their rural counterparts and sweets and chocolates
         filled that gap. From the 1930s, chocolate and ice cream were marketed for their nutritional food value. As late as the cusp
         of the 1960s, Cadbury’s ran an ad campaign featuring a pooped nurse, urging wilting workers to ‘Bridge That Gap’ with a bar of Dairy Milk. The promise was that one bar of Dairy Milk was ‘worth one glass of milk and two
         poached eggs in food value’.
      

      [image: image]

      
      Several generations on, we no longer need sweets and chocolates to boost meagre diets, but, by now, the sweet tooth has become
         embedded in our DNA.
      

      
      As we shall see, Irish confectionery also has a DNA that’s unique to this island. To our east, the signature chocolate of
         continental Europe is super-smooth and not too sweet. To the west, American chocolate is more chalky and gritty and also less
         sweet. The British like their chocolate creamier and sweeter, but Irish chocolate is the richest and creamiest in the world.
         The same can be said of Irish ice cream. In addition, there were a wide variety of uniquely Irish boiled sweets as recently
         as the 1970s, when the twenty-six counties ceased to be an independent republic of sweet-making.
      

      
      
         
         SWEET MEMORIES

         
         EDDIE KAVANAGH, KAVANAGH’S SWEETSHOP, AUNGIER STREET, DUBLIN

         
         When I was a kid in the 1970s, after Easter my father would break up any unsold Easter eggs and sell them loose as broken
               chocolate. For kids, it was a very popular source of cheap chocolate which was sold by the quarter pound. My father also had
               loads of broken Kit-Kat which was sold in the same way. The likes of Cadbury’s and Rowntree’s had loads of seconds which came
               off the production line in odd shapes and sizes. Today, they destroy them, but back then they had all these small outlets
               that would sell them broken. If a factory guy dropped a box of Peggy’s legs, the sticks would tend to crack and break, so
               you got them that way too.
         

         
      

      
      The early decades of the twentieth century were a Golden Age for the Irish sweetshop, when most towns would have at least
         one store dedicated to the sale of confectionery, and Dublin’s Grafton Street was a wide-eyed children’s wonderland of bewitching
         window displays. Roald Dahl, author of Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, captured that sense of wonder when he wrote of his own childhood: ‘The sweetshop in Llandaff in the year 1923 was the very
         centre of our lives. To us, it was what a bar is to a drunk, or a church is to a bishop. Without it there would have been
         little to live for.’
      

      
      I was drawn to write this book by two questions.

      
      How and why did the traditional Irish sweetshop disappear, and how and why has it now made a remarkable reappearance in the
         past few years? (Strictly speaking, that may count as four questions.)
      

      
      The Clery’s department store on O’Connell Street, which sits opposite the old Confectioners’ Hall established in 1842, has
         recently opened an old-style window display of loose sweets.
      

      
      But Clery’s is following a trend, not setting one.

      
      Retro sweetshops are opening for business up and down the country, where shopkeepers lovingly weigh out loose bull’s eyes,
         clove drops and other lines which were on the endangered list not so long ago.
      

      
      The retro sweet boom is happening far beyond these shores, thanks largely to the rapid growth of online sweetshops, but that’s
         something for others to write about.
      

      
      This is a uniquely Irish story.

   
      
      
CHAPTER ONE


      
      1900-1930 WINDOWS OF WONDER
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      The Easter Egg Rising

      
      Dublin, April 1916. As the Easter Rising raged in the capital, and a small band of rebels took up arms for Irish freedom, a
         considerably greater number of citizens had their sights set on a less ambitious, more short-term type of liberation.
      

      
      They were Dublin’s willing rabble of looters.

      
      Along the swanky shopping mile from Parnell Square on the north of the Liffey to St Stephen’s Green on the southside, the
         crowds seized upon the uprising as a licence to pillage.
      

      
      The author James Stephens was an eye-witness. He wrote that after the first twenty-four hours of revolt, which had ignited
         on Easter Monday, the capital’s shop fronts were in smithereens. He testified: ‘The shops attacked were mainly haberdashers,
         shoe shops and sweetshops. Very many sweetshops were raided, and until the end of the Rising, sweetshops were the favourite
         mark of the looters.’
      

      
      Stephens’ claim that sweetshops were the chief target of looters is borne out by newspaper reports, which note that chocolates,
         toffees and boxes of biscuits topped the lists of items stolen, with toys, fruit, hats and tobacco amongst the other popular
         takeaways.
      

      
      One of the reasons sweetshops headed the list is because quality sweets in 1916, or 1926 or 1936 for that matter, were far
         more glamorous and expensive than they are today.
      

      
      Another reason was that they were simply there, flaunting themselves in eye-watering displays, just begging to be smash’n’grabbed.

      
      Dublin’s city centre was a place where sapping hunger and grinding poverty sat cheek-by-jowl with conspicuous wealth. The
         main streets were dotted with beguiling sweetshops, each with elaborate window displays showcasing the latest chocolates,
         toffees, sugared fruits and other mouth-watering lines from Britain and the continent. With advertising in its infancy, these
         dazzling window displays were an entertainment in themselves, lighting up the drab streets, and there were regular competitions
         to name the best in the capital and in the other main cities.
      

      
      Big department stores would usually have a window given over to an elaborate display, and vied for the coveted best-in-show
         awards. Like the theatre or the concert hall, these shows had their reviewers. One wrote approvingly of the display mounted
         by Switzer’s of Grafton Street: ‘It is a well-thought-out window, artistic in its simplicity.’
      

      
      So when the looters went on the rampage, it was no surprise the glittering sweetshops were first for the ransacking.

      
      Stephens wrote: ‘Possibly most of the looters are children who are having the sole gorge of their lives. They have tasted
         sweet stuffs they had never toothed before, and will never taste again in this life, and, until they die, the insurrection
         of 1916 will have a sweet savour for them.’
      

      
      The looters, adult and children, whisked away whatever Easter eggs had been left unsold on Easter Monday. Most would never have laid hands on a chocolate egg before – for
         all but the most privileged Irish children, an Easter egg would have been a painted hen or duck egg.
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      Chocolate Easter eggs were becoming the norm, but they still shared shelf space with other tasty ovals made of toffee, nougat
         and marzipan. The hollow eggs often contained little novelty nick-nacks, like jokes and spinning tops, or they might be filled
         with sweets, such as the jelly-coated fruits which were very popular.
      

      
      During the great sweetshop smash’n’grab of 1916, most of the sweets, toffees and chocolates carried away had been shipped
         into the second city of Empire from Britain.
      

      
      As for ice cream, that barely featured outside of some sixty Italian vendors whose sales turf was defined by the length of
         time it took for their produce to melt. However, by the time, sixteen years later, that the infant Irish Free State was sprucing
         itself up for the party summer of 1932, the picture was very different.
      

      
      
         
         SWEET MEMORIES

         
         GERALD BLANCHE, THE 1920s AND 1930s

         
         My memories are of Dublin in the 1920s and 1930s. We lived on Lower Baggot Street, in what is now Dublin 2. There were a number
               of sweetshops in our neighbourhood, but we did not hesitate to wander further afield to get our favourite sweets, going wherever
               we could get good value for our money. We youngsters were welcomed as if we were millionaires, even though we may not have
               had more than a few pennies to spend. I never met with any discourtesy from a shop-keeper. They even allowed us to eat our
               sweets on the premises if the weather was wet or cold. Sweetshops were places of refuge for hungry children. It almost broke
               our hearts to pass by without entering.
         

         
         My favourite sweets were Peggy’s legs, Whipped Cream Walnuts, Farthing Rocks, bull’s eyes, lemon drops, butterscotch, Liquorice
               Allsorts and Peppermint Mints.
         

         
         Chocolate was more expensive, but I loved Half-Time Jimmy bars (made by Urney’s of Tallaght) which were big slabs of milk
               chocolate, enough to share around with friends during the interval at a rugby or football match.
         

         
         I bought most of my sweets in the following shops:

         
         The Dainty Dairy, in Pembroke Street, where all the items were displayed on a shelf in large glass jars, and were either counted
               singly or weighed, depending on how much money you had to spend.
         

         
         Lemon’s on O’Connell Street, who stocked the largest selection of boiled sweets in Dublin.
         

         
         Noblett’s on Grafton Street, whose window displays of sweets were always an enticement to us youngsters.
         

         
         If we were accompanied by an adult or a rich aunt, we might go to a shop called Chez Nous on Lower Baggot Street, just down the road from our house, where so-called high-class sweets were sold.
         

         
         It was not every day I could afford to buy sweets. I got my pocket money every Monday morning, sixpence or a shilling, according
               to my age, and this was supposed to last for the week. On birthdays, you could break out and buy almost anything, with maybe
               ten shillings to spend. Holiday time was also an exception. Whoever accompanied us to the sea for a swim often brought a bag
               of sweets, giving us one or two after a swim to take away the taste of salt water.
         

         
         We also made our own sweets and chocolates at home, which were excellent in quality. However, they lacked the excitement and
               ritual of actually buying sweets. This latter transaction was a very important lesson for children, teaching them to get value
               for money. It was also an occasion when we could assert our independence and follow our own whims.
         

         
         Like most Catholics, we gave up sweets for Lent each year. I was at a boarding school where we didn’t get our Easter holidays
               until Easter Saturday morning. Lent ended at 12 noon on Easter Saturday. Set free, we travelled by train to Dublin. As soon
               as we reached the big city about 1 p.m., there was a mad rush to buy sweets at Lemon’s of O’Connell Street.
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         Oh, for the simple joys of life!

         
      

      
      We All Scream For Ice Cream

      
      At the start of the 1930s, ice cream remained a rare and expensive luxury, and its manufacture was dominated by a handful
         of Italian immigrants working from what were little more than modified kitchens. But ice cream was on the cusp of becoming
         big business. People loved it and were willing to pay a premium price. Large dairies began to see the potential for a new
         spin-off with high profit margins, and the trade was about to put on a spectacular spurt.
      

      
      Returning from a London industries fair in 1928, which had showcased new ice cream machinery, one writer noted how: ‘All classes
         of men and women were buying and eating ice cream, enjoying it and asking for more.’
      

      
      He continued: ‘Undoubtedly the ice cream trade is going to enjoy a greater popularity this year than it ever did before, and
         confectioners would be well advised to make special efforts in catering for this business.’
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      The eating of sweets was still seasonal. Chocolate and cough drops were regarded as a safeguard against the chills of winter,
         while ice cream was the high point of long, hot summer days.
      

      
      The writer protested that Ireland was ill-prepared for the Next Big Thing, tourism. In neighbouring Britain: ‘Easter generally
         brings us to the beginning of fine weather and people begin to spend more time out of doors; motoring and cycling are responsible
         for tempting folks into the country for short trips, but in many directions there is no attempt made towards catering for
         the refreshment requirements of these tourists.
      

      
      ‘On one hand, there is the local hotel, with its heavy unsuitable meals and high charges, and on the other, third-rate tearooms,
         where minerals are served in pint tumblers half-an-inch thick, and teas in gruesome cups.
      

      
      ‘In every district of a large city and in the main street of every county town is a leading confectioner; or there is a confectioner
         who can be the leader if he or she tries. Trippers want light, inexpensive refreshments, and we believe that ices will be
         the popular call this season. The confectioner who studies this trade and sets out to cater for it will reap good profits.
         Ingredients and utensils must be of the best, for it is better to have the name of supplying the dearest and best confections
         as the cheapest and worst. A good recipe should be obtained, and, if satisfactory, it must be rigidly adhered to year in and
         year out.
      

      
      ‘The ice cream trade is a profitable one, and the prospects of it are worth investigation.’

      
      And investigating those prospects was precisely what more and more proprietors were doing.

      
      As the writer noted: ‘The departure of this trade from the legitimate ice cream shop is one of the remarkable features of
         present-day conditions, the majority of sales being transacted in cafés, confectionery shops and by outdoor vendors. The old-time ice cream shop is being gradually pushed
         aside, and, in due course, must vanish altogether.
      

      
      ‘Perhaps the reason is not far to seek. The present generation of youth is not like its cast-iron forbears, who took pleasure
         seriously – revelled in plate-glass mirrors, marble slab tables, box-like compartments, where they sat cooped up out of sight
         in an atmosphere as chilly as the ice cream itself. The youth of today wants to be seen and admired, and chooses the café
         where everything is open to the view, where they sit at round tables in wicker chairs and emulate screen society modes and
         manners.
      

      
      ‘They want music, even a gramophone.

      
      ‘Antonio’s saloon, gilded and glittering, which we patronised in the days of our youth, looks sad and woebegone today, for
         it hasn’t changed a bit. Youth has, however, but Antonio has failed to see it.
      

      
      ‘The trade is going elsewhere.’
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      PRE-1930S 
TOP 10 SWEETS
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      1 SUGAR PLUMS

      
      A type of dragée sweet made of dried fruits with a sugary coating. Sugar Plums weren’t necessarily made of plums – the centres
         might be of dried apricots, cherries, dates or other fruits.
      

      
      2 LIQUORICE ALLSORTS

      
      Imported from Britain by Bassetts. The Sheffield firm had made liquorice sandwiches since the 1840s. Allsorts were created
         when a sales rep dropped the tray of samples, mixing them. His client asked for the muddled selection and Allsorts were launched
         in 1899, though the Bertie Bassett mascot wasn’t unveiled until 1929.
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      3 SILVERMINTS

      
      Created by Irish firm Clarendon Confectionery in the 1920s. Silvermints were always a steady seller; the melt-in-your-mouth
         mints soared in popularity during the 1970s on the back of a television ad campaign featuring the cool, clean hero, Steve
         Silvermint.
      

      
      4 JELLY BABIES

      
      Jelly Babies, or Unclaimed Babies as they were initially named, were born in Fryer’s factory in Lancashire in 1864. They were
         then mass-marketed by Bassetts in 1918 as Peace Babies to mark the end of the First World War before being finally rebranded
         as Jelly Babies in 1953.
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      5 MILKY WAY

      
      Created in 1923 by the American Frank Mars, this bar was named after a milkshake not a galaxy and was the first mass-marketed
         filled chocolate bar. A lighter version appeared in Irish shops in 1935 touted as ‘the sweet you can eat between meals’.
      

      
      6 WINE GUMS

      
      The first wine gums were created by mixing fermented wine with a gelling agent. Then, in 1909, Charles Gordon Maynard came
         up with a non-alcoholic version, although he had some difficulty persuading his teetotal father that they weren’t promoting
         drink.
      

      
      7 TURKISH DELIGHT

      
      Early in the twentieth century, Ireland’s best sweetshops stocked Hadji Bey Turkish Delight, produced in Cork by the Batmasian
         family who had fled troubled Armenia a few years earlier. It was first displayed at Cork’s Great Exhibition of 1903–1904.
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      8 FRY’S CHOCOLATE CREAM

      
      Created in 1866 by the Fry family of Bristol, this was one of the first chocolate bars to be marketed, and also one of the
         first filled bars. So perfectly conceived it has barely changed in almost 150 years.
      

      
      9 CADBURY’S DAIRY MILK

      
      Created in 1905 to contain a higher milk content than any previous chocolate, it was the bestseller in Ireland and Britain
         by the start of the First World War. The ‘glass and a half’ of milk slogan came in 1928.
      

      
      10 SHERBET FOUNTAIN

      
      Recipes for fizzy sherbet powder go back to the 1860s and it’s possible that the first powders were designed to be added to
         water to make a sparkling drink. The first tubes of sherbet with a liquorice pipe sticking out arrived in Ireland in 1925.
      

   
      
      
CHAPTER TWO


      
      1930S MR CANDYMAN, MISS CLARNICO, THE BB BOYS AND THE KERRY MAIDS

      
      In 1977, HB Ice Cream launched a number of new lines, one of which was called ‘The Little Devil’. It proved a good name, and
         went on to become a monster hit but what was unusual about it was that it harked way back to the days before the marketing
         men got their hands on our sweets.
      

      
      The Little Devil was the family nickname for a four-year-old boy called Charlie, the mischievous son of one of HB’s executives.
         In the early part of the twentieth century sweets were often given names on such whims, but by the start of the 1930s the
         big confectionery companies were beginning to take over from the patchwork of smaller local and national firms. The world
         of sweets began to go corporate.
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      ‘Advertising’, ‘marketing’ and ‘branding’ were the buzzwords of the big companies, and the 1930s saw the creation of brands
         that grabbed a large market share and that remain brand leaders to the present day. In a burst of dazzling creativity from
         1933 to 1939, Rowntree came up in short order with Black Magic, Kit-Kat, Aero, Dairy Box, Smarties and Rolos.
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      Mars Incorporated produced its first Mars bar in Britain in 1932. The Mars bar was a so-called combination bar, which added
         a chewy core to the standard chunk of chocolate. Combination bars, which had originated in the United States, were considered
         low-rent and faddish by established chocolate makers on this side of the Atlantic, but the huge success of the Mars bar turned
         that snobbery to envy. Mars followed up with another hugely successful combination bar, Milky Way, in 1935, followed by Maltesers,
         which were marketed as ‘energy balls’ and aimed at slimming women.
      

      
      Meanwhile, in Ireland, things were taking their own course during the 1930s. In the decade following independence in 1922,
         the British sweets manufacturers had continued to dominate the Irish market with direct imports. This situation changed dramatically
         in 1932 with the arrival in power of the first Fianna Fáil government led by Eamon de Valera.
      

      
      De Valera had swept to power on the promise of unstitching the economic deal with Britain that was part of the independence
         package. As a result, an economic war broke out, with Britain boycotting Irish goods and Dev pushing native industry on a
         self-sufficiency drive.
      

      
      As part of that drive, tariff barriers were erected to keep out foreign goods by making them too expensive for Irish pockets.
         To this end, the government slapped a heavy twopence tax on cartons of imported sweets, which themselves only cost twopence
         in the first place. This doubling of prices encouraged new Irish sweet makers to set up business, and it persuaded British
         companies, like Fry’s and Cadbury’s, to set up independent Irish arms of their operations.
      

      
      When Cadbury’s launched its Irish manufacturing operation in 1932 with a hefty £10,000 borrowed from its parent firm in Bourneville,
         outside Birmingham, one objector on the Cadbury board groaned that the money ‘might as well have been thrown into the River
         Liffey’. Time would show otherwise, as Cadbury grew to become the country’s major chocolate player, a position it still holds
         today.
      

      
      As Cadbury Ireland’s chairman Donal Byrne explained: ‘There is a global rule in chocolate that the first one into a marketplace
         establishes the taste and texture DNA for a region that all the others who come later try to copy.’
      

      
      On continental Europe, it was the Swiss firm Lindt that had come up with a new super-smooth, super-fine chocolate in 1879 called ‘chocolat fondant’, which still sets the standard
         today. In the United States, it was Hershey, though the product they developed was too chalky and gritty for European tastes.
         Cadbury’s in Ireland made a unique blend that was aptly mid-Atlantic in taste and texture. Sweeter than its continental cousins
         to the east and west, it was, at the same time, richer and creamier than its English counterpart going by the same name. By
         setting the pace in Ireland early on, Cadbury’s also set the nation’s taste.
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      As it turned out, 1932 was to prove a blockbuster year for sales of Irish sweets and ice cream.

      
      The annual Dublin Civic Week was always a bumper time for confectionery sales.

      
      Urging his colleagues to make the most of the festival, one trader wrote: ‘It should be quite feasible to turn Dublin Civic Week into Candy Week. Dublin will supply the
         bands, the fireworks, military and historical displays, banners and streamers. All we need is our own confectionery sections
         in the procession, our own pretty lady pamphleteers – our Kerry Maids, Willwood Girls, BB Boys, Miss Clarnicos … and not
         forgetting a troop of Mr Candymen – the connecting link between the shops and the show.’
      

      
      When Civic Week arrived, one report of ‘a harvest’ for sweet sellers told how: ‘Excursion trains are bringing visitors from
         all parts of the country. Window displays are of a high standard and the judges, on whom the task of deciding the prize cup
         winners devolves, will have a hard job to discriminate.’
      

      
      A pageant of Irish industry featured the costumed marchers of Irish sweets manufacturers, such as the blue-uniformed representatives
         of Blue Badge Toffee Ltd, better known as the BB Boys. These parades were considered a vital visual contact point with the
         customer.
      

      
      ‘About 350 vehicles took part in the procession which was fifty minutes in passing a given point at quick pace. The general
         public in thousands stood along the route in the rain, and the windows of business and private houses were packed as for some
         very attractive street spectacle.’
      

      
      That same summer the third (and last) Tailteann Games came to Dublin. Conceived as an ancient Celtic version of the modern
         Olympic Games, the Tailteann Games were billed as ‘a feast of manly competition’ in such areas as gymnastics, Gaelic football,
         hurling, chess, archery, handball and poetry.
      

      
      A window-dressing competition staged to tie in with the games was won by Dublin’s most celebrated sweetshop, Noblett’s of
         Grafton Street. One writer said: ‘The variety and quality of the Irish-made goods displayed are quite an eye-opener to the public, who, for eleven months of the year, never saw one half of the goods featured
         this week.’
      

      
      The crowds who descended on Croke Park and the Phoenix Park for the events were said to have given Dublin ‘a continental air’
         and certainly gave a shot in the arm to the newest branch of the confectionery business, ice cream.
      

      
      However, in terms of boosting ice cream sales, there was nothing in that entire decade to match the effect of the 1932 Eucharistic
         Congress, which was the making of one young company called HB Ice Cream.
      

      
      If the Tailteann Games was a largely unsuccessful attempt to stage an Irish Olympic Games, the holding of the Eucharistic
         Congress was a runaway success as the young state hosted the Catholic world’s equivalent to its own godly Olympics.
      

      
      The bash was a religious orgy of biblical proportions. Churches stayed open all night serving communion to endless shuffling
         lines of devotees. The influx of Catholic holy men from around the world gave the city what passed for a clerical freak show.
         Crowds stared at the Sioux priest with his feather headdress and the exotic Indian Bishop of Kottayam. The dusky Archbishop
         of Galilee cut a striking figure for the locals with his flowing white beard.
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