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the Khans: all ‘offi cially’ turning 50 this year, 
Shah Rukh, Salman and Aamir continue to 
work with women a third of their age.

This is what mainstream convention appar-
ently dictates, and this is, quite frankly, incred-
ibly boring: the PYTs all play utterly inter-
changeable arm-candy, giggly roles that 
amount to nothing, all while men old enough to 
beat up their dads suck in their paunches long 
enough to have six-packs painted on them. 

I’m not, you must understand, advocating 
an all-around Harold And Maude policy—the 
Hal Ashby classic where a young man falls for 
a razor-tongued 79-year-old—but, in my expe-
rience as a devourer of movies, the older-wom-
an-younger-man setup almost always leads to 
a more interesting, more compelling dynamic. 
Be it Risky Business, where a wet-behind-the-
ears Tom Cruise is thunderstruck by Rebecca 
De Mornay’s world-weary hooker, to the una-
bashedly sexy How Stella Got Her Groove 
Back, to the way Tilda Swinton’s Eve is a few 
generations older (and decidedly wiser) than 
Tom Hiddleston’s Adam in the marvellously 
poetic Only Lovers Left Alive. From conversa-
tions to sex, it just plays better when the ladies 
have a head start.

Now, I frequently wince at the word ‘cougar’ 
because of the way it has been appropriated by 
the media—like a polite, acceptable term for 
MILF—but it admittedly helps us look at these 
agile huntresses allowing for more grace than, 
say, we do when discussing sugar-daddies seek-
ing blondes. On-top may well be the default po-
sition for women based on how naturally they 
hold relationship reins; their ever-indulgent 
seductions put fumbling male look-at-me fl irta-
tions to shame. There is something ineffably 
sexy about a woman who knows better. 
   Anne Bancroft played the woman who knew 

best. Mike Nichols’s The Graduate is a devas-
tatingly beautiful—and strikingly modern—
classic, a 1967 masterpiece. Benjamin Brad-
dock, played by Dustin Hoffman, is young and 
clueless to the point of being surly, when he 
runs into a friend of the family, the ravishing 
Mrs Robinson, who promptly steers him into 
an affair. Hoffman, then 29, was boyish enough 
to pass for 20, while the 35-year-old Bancroft 
had to get artifi cial crow’s feet to play her 
40-something character. Despite the skimpy 
age difference, the actress takes charge            
masterfully. Bancroft is sensational as that 
most imperial of temptresses, darkened by a 
melancholy storm cloud. “Benjamin, I am not 
trying to seduce you,” she reassures him, but 
then, following Braddock’s unease, helpfully 
asks, “Would you like me to seduce you?” 

Ah, that Mrs Robinson, forever making 
younger girls look, in comparison, like—to steal 
that fi lm’s most-quoted word—“plastics.”

It’s been far too long since James Bond had 
an actual lady on his hands. The only time that 
happened before was 1964, with Goldfi nger, ar-
guably the best—and my favourite—Bond fi lm 
of the lot, with Honor Blackman at 39 and Sean 
Connery at 34. (George Lazenby was a few 
months younger than Diana Rigg in On Her 
Majesty’s Secret Service, but that barely 
counts.) In Goldfi nger, Connery’s defi nitive in-
carnation of the character found his already-
legendary irresistibility challenged by Black-
man’s immortally named Pussy Galore. Galore, 
a “damn good pilot” who tells Bond to “turn off 
the charm,” is a striking character, heading a 
squadron of women aviators called Pussy Ga-
lore’s Flying Circus. Despite claims of being a 
lesbian, she does eventually switch teams     
briefl y for Bond, yet their dalliance appears as 
much on her terms as his. And she’s the one 
Bond Girl we can never, ever forget.

Bellucci, playing the widow of an assassin 
terminated by Bond, might not be equipped 
with the obvious double-entendre nametag 
Blackman enjoyed but there remains some ob-
vious spunk. Her name is Lucia Sciarra, and 
‘Sciarra’, in Sicilian, means ‘quarrel’ or ‘dis-
pute’, so James isn’t likely to have it easy. 
Good. His boss M, played by Judi Dench in the 
new fi lms as a grumpy Aunt Agatha fi gure, died 
in 2012’s Skyfall, and Craig’s new-age version 
of 007 is the kind of tough-yet-emotionally-
childish hero—complete with a crying-baby 
face on a sculpted body—who could certainly do 
with a spanking. As Pfeiffer’s Catwoman said, 
“Poor guys. Always confusing your pistols with 
your privates.” 

All hail, then, the ladies who know their way 
around the triggers. ■
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AGE

Older women have often 
been subjects of interest 

in popular culture

THEATRE 
Three Tall Women by 
Edward Albee: This 

Pulitzer-winning drama 
refl ects a 90-year-old 

woman’s iconic life fi lled 
with pleasure, shame, 

regret and satisfaction.

BOOK 
Wise Women by Joyce 

Tenneson: Featuring 
portraits of women 
aged 65 to 100, this 

book is a celebration of 
the power and beauty 
of women in the third 
phase of their lives. 

—Anjan Sachar

MUSIC 
‘Older Women’ by 

Ronnie McDowell: 
This country hit 

celebrates older women 
as lovers because of 

their rich experiences.
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