
 
 
 
 

(SHITTIEST JOB DESCRIPTIONS YOU WON’T FIND ON MONSTER.COM) 
 
 
 
 
ELEPHANT ENEMA APPLICATION EXPERT 
When Jub Jub, the constipated pachyderm, has lowered his trunk into the pile of straw, 
your job is to sneak up on him, put a stepladder up against his hard rear-hide, and insert 
the applicator. 
 
COLD DESTINATION CALLING 
You call people up while eating their dinner or watching American Idol to offer steep 
travel and lodging discounts to exotic locales like Greenland or Baffin Island in the dead 
of winter.  Before they slam the phone down, let them know they’ll be sorry when global 
warming hits and all the popular Eskimo resorts are full. 
 
BILINGUAL GRINGO FOREMAN 
Now that cheap labor has been harried back across the Southern border, you might 
have to give up your broken Spanish and pick up a sledge-hammer or something. 
 
REAL ESTATE FLYER EUPHEMISM EXPERT 
It’s your job to describe a syringe-littered cockroach-infested flophouse as a charming 
urban bungalow-style fixer-upper, which is fine, until that newly-wed couple Mr. and Mrs. 
Zero Down Payment moves in and gets gunned down by roving bands of registered sex-
offenders. 
 
“MADE IN CHINA” STICKER MANUFACTURERS 
Just when you thought everything was made in China.  Those products don’t come into 
this country with the stickers already on them; at least some don’t.  You proudly mount 
the American-made “Made in China” stickers to several crates of spatulas each day. 
 



MCDONALDS PLAY-ROOM BALL WASHER 
Those filthy tykes sneeze, wee wee, and otherwise defile these colorful ball-filled pits.  
It’s your job to clean each one with a rag and somehow keep the clean and dirty ones 
straight. 
 
BREAST INSPECTOR GENERAL 
On the face of it, this would seem like a good job.  Filled by Presidential appointment, 
and falling under the purview of the Department of Weights and Measures, this was a 
cherished and fun sinecure for the Commander in Chief’s frat buds – until President 
Clinton defunded the position and reallocated its duties to the Executive Branch.  
Suspiciously refused under current President by “non-gay” Karl Rove. 
 
 


