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WOULD TODAY 
BE A GOOD   

DAY TO DIE?
OUR EDITOR SETS OUT TO DISCOVER WHETHER  

HE’S LIVING WITH JOY, PURPOSE AND LOVE. 
BY JESUS JIMENEZ

onfetti cannons blast colorful debris into the 
sky. In a sold-out arena, fans are dancing and 
singing at the top of their lungs. Pitbull, dressed 
in his iconic snow-white blazer and sunglasses, 
begins his last song of the night as I ask myself, 
Would today have been a good day to die? 

The night isn’t over, but as I look at my date 
dancing beside me, I know my answer. Today would have been a 
good day to die. My date was ecstatic because she got to see one of 
her favorite performers from the 10th row. (When I texted her to ask 
if she wanted to come with me, her reply included six crying-face 
emojis, three shocked-face emojis and seven exclamation points.) 
And I was happy because I also got to see Enrique Iglesias perform 
live—someone I grew up listening to in the backseat of my mom’s car. 

Before I continue, I should mention that I’m not depressed. I’m 
not suicidal. And no, I don’t normally ask myself this sort of thing at 
concerts. I’m asking because I’ve committed to more self-reflection. 
I’m actually terrified of dying, and therein lies the point. 

This self-ref lection, like most self-ref lection, was inspired by a 
book, in my particular case, Enjoy Every Sandwich: Living Each Day 
As If It Were Your Last by the late Lee Lipsenthal, M.D., who served 

as medical director of the San Francisco area-based Preventive 
Medicine Research Institute. Throughout his career, Lipsenthal 
observed hundreds of patients overcome their fear of death and find 
ways to live with joy despite their illnesses. 

In 2009 Lipsenthal was diagnosed with esophageal cancer, forcing 
him to test his own teachings. In his book, he shares the story of his 
experience with cancer and the techniques he used to manage it, 
such as meditation and practicing gratitude. “On this path I learned 
that if my life was full each day,” Lipsenthal writes, “if I enjoyed the 
people I was with, if I consciously took time to love my family, if I did 
work that fed my soul, that day would be a good day to die. Nothing 
more would be needed.” 

To track my days, I will record what I do each day in another book, 
a journal I’ve kept for more than a year. It had been gifted to me by 
an ex-girlfriend with a card about making the most out of each day. 
I tend to write just a few incomplete sentences about my day each 
night, but it’s interesting to look back and see what I did the year prior. 
Some entries are entertaining (“went to the bar with some friends. 
Tonight was lit” written in a buzzed chicken scratch), while others 
are much more mundane (“worked; ran 4 miles; watched baseball”). 
But now in addition to journaling about my days, I’ll keep a mental 
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scoreboard of the good days and the bad ones. If you’re 
hitting golf balls on a driving range, you don’t quit after 
dribbling a shot 10 feet in front of you—you look for one to 
end on, a perfect shot. This is my new daily standard.

Settling into bed after an incredible concert with a new friend, 
I’m one for one.

* * *
The next morning, my alarm goes off sooner than I would prefer 

on a Saturday. I didn’t get home from the concert until 1:30 a.m., 
and even though I’d rather sleep in, I promised a friend I would help 
him and his fiancée move into their new apartment. So with a bit of 
reluctance, I get out of bed and drive to their new home. 

The move takes seven hours and involves heaving the contents of 
two U-Haul trucks up three flights of stairs in mid-90s heat. In the 
process, I also skin my left leg trying to break the fall of a bedside 
table I thought I was strong enough to lift by myself. Once we’re done, 
I come home and promptly fall asleep. 

With my batteries recharged after a quick nap and long shower, I 
head to my parents’ place for dinner before meeting my friend Christian 
to watch our friends Nick and Olan and their band Monoculture 
play a show in downtown Dallas. After paying for my ticket, Olan 
promptly greets me and thanks me for coming. I’ve seen them play at 
least a dozen shows by now, but each time Olan is extremely grateful 
for the support. After their set, I stick around for the following band 
before heading home.

As I walk upstairs to my apartment, I take inventory of my day. I 
helped a friend move, I spent some time with my family, and I supported 
a couple more friends in their passion to play music. All in all, not a 
bad day. Would today have been a good day to die? Definitely.

In the middle of the night, I wake up to go to the bathroom, and 
in a half-asleep state, I type the following note on my phone: “In 
order to be satisfied with my day, I need to fulfill certain aspects of 
my life. A day well-spent includes a personal challenge like getting 
a good workout in, professional satisfaction and spending time with 
loved ones.”

When I wake up in the morning, I’m completely puzzled. Aren’t 
some days just… days? How am I going to meet my criteria every day? 

* * *
The next few rotations of the Earth aren’t particularly memorable. 

My memory book is fi lled with a lot of “work, gym, watched baseball, 
read” entries. They aren’t bad days. They are just normal days, devoid 

MAKE IT A GOOD ONE
MY 1-2-3 GUIDE TO MAKING THE MOST OF EVERY DAY 

1.  CHALLENGE YOURSELF. Whether it’s a tough workout, 
learning a new skill or trying a new recipe for dinner, fi nd 
ways to push yourself out of your comfort zone. You’ll 
realize that by doing this, you’ll feel more satisfi ed.

2.  REAP PROFESSIONAL SATISFACTION. Don’t just go 
through the motions at the o�  ce. Look for ways to grow 
in your career, even if it’s something small like learning a 
new word every day. 

3.  SPEND TIME WITH FAMILY AND FRIENDS. It’s hard to 
spend time with loved ones every day, especially if you 
don’t live in the same city. A small gesture like calling a 
friend can make a big di� erence for both parties. Make 
a list of those you care about and aim to reach out to 
them once a day.

We have no control 
over when or how we 
die, but we can control 
how we live each day. 

JA
SU

 H
U

GoodDayToDie_SM1711.indd   68 9/5/17   10:55 AM

© 2017 SUCCESS. All Rights Reserved.



69

of anything particularly exciting. Would I be OK with dying 
on these days? I suppose so. Would I prefer my last day to 

be more eventful than a routine, the enjoyment of which 
hinges on the Texas Rangers’ bullpen? Yes. 

I eventually get a break from the monotony later in the week. 
My friend Chris invites me to a happy hour with his co-workers, 

and in need of a break from the usual, I happily oblige. 
Sitting on the patio under the close-to-unbearable heat of the 

Texas sun, I order a beer and start introducing myself. As I exchange 
names w ith those sitting around the table in mismatched law n 
chairs, one girl in particular catches my eye (we’ll call her Sarah). 
I’m not sure what exactly about her captivates me (perhaps her pink 
lipstick or her mysterious eyes), but I just know that I’m attracted to 
her. I quickly learn that this isn’t Sarah’s office happy hour either; 
she’s just along for the ride. 

My beer gives me just enough courage to talk to Sarah more. We 
exchange basic résumé items like where we went to college, where 
we grew up and what we do for a living. We find out that were it not 
for my last-minute decision, we would have gone to the same school. 
Under the spell of a second drink, I start padding my résumé. I tell 
her about my most recent half marathon (she’s a runner, too). I also 
tell her about the scar under my left eye, and how it ’s from the nine 
stitches got I after a fight in an indoor soccer match (it was really 
just a reckless tackle, but a fight sounds cooler). 

As the night goes on, I realize it ’s now been several hours, and 
we’re still talking. It’s getting late, and as much as I’d like to stay out, 
I’ve had plenty to drink. And there’s work in the morning. Heading 
home in the backseat of a Dodge Journey driven by a stranger named 
Tun, I look out the window and replay snippets of the conversation 
with Sarah in my head. Would today have been a good day to die? 

* * *
After hitting snooze a couple of times the next morning, I force 

myself to get out of bed. My head is pounding, I’m nauseous, and 
I desperately need water. I immediately realize that just because 
this exercise is supposed to encourage me make the most of my days, 
that doesn’t mean I need to drink like it’s my last day on the planet. 
I’m very hungover, and although I’d much rather sit at home all day 
Netflixing and nursing gallons of cucumber-lime flavored Gatorade 
through a straw, I need to get to work. 

I don’t accomplish as much as I’d like to at work. I stick to mind-
less tasks rather than the tasks that require more brainpower. My 
exciting night turns into one of those all-day hangovers that looms 
over you like a cloud of regret. I spend that night eating dinner, 
watching baseball and sipping water. Before I go to bed, I make my 
daily journal entry and ask myself, Would today have been a good day 
to die? It’s the first day I answer with no. What a waste. 

A s the month progresses, I notice a pattern of the mundane 
being broken up by the exciting nights when I actually have plans. 
I haven’t given much thought to whether I’m checking off my self-
imposed criteria for what could be considered a good day, but rather 
I’m simply recapping my days and deciding if they were well spent.

During the month, I see Tears for Fears and Hall & Oates play a 
doubleheader concert with my uncle. I take my dad to see his alma 

mater play soccer. I also have a reunion with six of my best friends 
from high school. 

These days are special. My uncle had always wanted to see Tears 
for Fears perform, and I help him check that off of his bucket list. 
The soccer match is special because the first time my dad took me to 
a game, he splurged on front-row seats behind the bench. This time 
around, I treat my dad, and I splurge on seats behind the bench, too. 
And at my mini-reunion with my high school friends, several we-need-
to-hang-out-mores are exchanged. The sentiments are not the kind 
you say to that classmate you’re kind of glad you lost touch with, but 
the real kind—the kind you genuinely mean. All great days to die on.

But I begin to realize that even though these were moments I’m 
thankful for, in some ways I’m just checking things off of a to-do 
list. I ask myself if I’m really relishing these experiences or just 
filling my schedule. 

After his diagnosis, Lipsenthal writes that he began to appreciate 
the time he spent with his loved ones more than before. With his odds 
of survival at less than 10 percent, he realized that any interaction 
with a friend, colleague or family member could be his last. “I no 
longer have a bucket list,” writes Lipsenthal. “I have love in my life. 
This is far greater than seeing the Pyramids, climbing mountains, 
eating Thai food in Thailand, or any other physical activity that 
might be fun to experience. I am loved and I have loved. My bucket 
list is complete.” 
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* * *
I live within walking distance of what is billed as the best Fourth 

of July fireworks show in North Texas (doesn’t every fireworks show 
say that, though?), so I decide to throw a pre-party at my apartment. 

Around 3 p.m. on the eve of the Fourth, I start grilling hamburgers 
and hot dogs, set out some drinks and snacks, and pace around my apart-
ment wondering who will come. Slowly my friends start trickling in, fi rst 
Chris, then Moe and Marina, the couple I helped move, then a few more. 
Before I know it, I’ve run out of hamburgers and hot dogs, and there are 
more than 20 people crammed into my 982-square-foot apartment. 

After the sun sets, we all march out of my apartment and head 
up to the rooftop of the parking garage for a perfect vantage point 
to see the fireworks. At some point during the show, I catch myself 
drif ting away from the multicolored explosions lighting up the 
night sky. Instead I slowly scan those around me—college friends, 
high school friends, work friends, friends of friends, a couple of my 
cousins and an uncle—and I smile. Would today have been a good day 
to die? Surrounded by people whom I love and who love me? Definitely. 

The following day, the actual Fourth of July, I treat my family to a 
hearty breakfast, and they treat me to a savory afternoon barbecue. 
In the evening, my roommate and I have tickets for a Rangers game. 
I think about how this has the makings of a great day. What better 
way to celebrate America’s independence than by gorging on deli-
cious food and watching baseball? 

But as the game progresses, I realize I’m not having a good time. 
The Rangers are losing. It ’s 92 degrees outside, but the humidity 
makes it feel like 100, and even though there are fireworks after the 
game, the thought of fighting through traffic as more than 40,000 
people try to exit the ballpark agitates me. So after sweating it out 
for six innings, I ask my roommate if he’s OK with leaving after “God 
Bless America” in the middle of the seventh inning. I drove, so he 
doesn’t have much of choice, but he reluctantly says it’s fine. 

After my nightly journaling, I think about whether this would have 
been a good day to die. No. Well, kind of. I enjoyed the part of my day when 

I ate great food with my family. But I didn’t enjoy watching my team lose 
while sweating through my shirt and shorts. Another no. 

* * *
In his book, Lipsenthal writes about how embracing a positive 

attitude helped him when he had cancer. A positive mindset allowed 
him to enjoy life more, rather than making excuses about how his life 
could be better, the way a pessimist or a perfectionist might. “ ‘Yes, 
but… ’ is their language,” he writes. “They can’t enjoy a sandwich 
because it has too much mayonnaise or too little lettuce or the bread 
is too hard or too soft.” This makes me think about the Rangers game. 
It was sold out. Thousands of people wanted to be there. Was I the 
only one who didn’t enjoy it? I wonder. Why wasn’t I more thankful for 
that evening at the ballpark?

Throughout the book, Lipsenthal uses the sandwich as a metaphor 
for life. He writes that the two parts of a sandwich are love and grati-
tude. “Relationships [love] are always the main ingredients of most 
people’s sandwiches,” he writes, “And you could say that gratitude 
is the bread that holds it all together.”

I have the love part down—friends and family I love, who love me. 
But if I’m not truly grateful for my experiences and the time I share 
with those I love, am I really enjoying every bite of my sandwich? 

Lipsenthal writes that he spent much of his life making an effort 
to be more thankful. For more than 20 years, he would think about 
what he was thankful for in the morning, and write those things down 
at night. In the final week of my experiment, I decide that in addition 
to writing down in my memory book what I did that day, I will also 
write down at least one thing I’m thankful for. When you practice 
gratitude, Lipsenthal writes, “You begin to look for things to write 
each day and instead of looking for things that are wrong in the world, 
you start focusing on the things that are right.”

* * *
Asking yourself if you’re OK with dying at the end of every day is 

a peculiar exercise. This is mostly because death is something no one 
likes to talk about, but the reality is that it surrounds us every day. 

“At any moment, in an instant, life as we know it can change,” 
Lipsenthal writes. “Our mortality waits for us, sometimes patiently, 
sometimes not so patiently. But it is always there, undeniable and 
closer than any of us wants to admit.” 

There’s nothing wrong with the occasional reminder that we live 
on borrowed time. But for me, the experiment was an even more 
important reminder to constantly question how I’m living my life.

In the month I complete this exercise, I’m lucky to have only two 
truly bad days—days I thought would not have been good days to die. 
I had 15 great days and the rest were “meh,” with one undecided. 

But I learn toward the end of my experiment that on the days when 
I looked for something to be thankful for, my meh days weren’t so meh 
at all. Those days felt fuller—not because I was checking things o�  of 
my schedule, but because I was taking time to appreciate them. I might 
not have done much outside of work on those days, but I was thankful 
I pushed myself to run an extra mile or that I found a good book to read. 

By being mindful of the things I was thankful for, my mindset 
shifted. Suddenly, going to the ballpark to watch the Rangers play 

GIVE THANKS
LEE LIPSENTHAL, M.D., EXPLAINS WHAT GRATITUDE 
MEANS IN ENJOY EVERY SANDWICH.
“Gratitude practice means facing reality, gaining 
awareness of the many aspects of yourself: your inner 
self, your one-self, your subpersonalities and those of 
the people around you. It means understanding and 
embracing your shadow. It means letting go of a need to 
control yourself and others, it means growing compassion 
for those who have hurt you, it means being aware of 
the di�  cult parts of your life…. Gratitude is the 
ultimate expression of hope.
“A healthy practice of gratitude is simple. You don’t need to 
whitewash the bad, just remind yourself of the good now 
and then. Remember, what you look for is what you fi nd.” 
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“ Our mortality 
waits for us, 
sometimes 
patiently, 
sometimes not 
so patiently. But 
it is always there, 
undeniable and 
closer than any of us 
wants to admit.”

in 100-degree heat wasn’t so miserable. Watching them lose wasn’t so 
bad either. 

Maybe keeping a gratitude journal isn’t your thing. Maybe it’s medi-
tation or prayer. The key is finding what works for you—something to 
help you slow down, think and be thankful. 

We have no control over when or how we die, but we can control how 
we live each day. We might not always have the opportunity to live each 
day to its fullest, but if we find things to be thankful for, then each day 
has the potential to be a good day. 

* * *
The final day of my experiment begins at Terminal D of Dallas/Fort 

Worth International Airport, waiting for my aunt and cousin, who are 
visiting for the weekend, to arrive from Mexico. After picking them up, 
I get an outfit fitted for my best friend’s wedding, and then go to another 
cousin’s pool party. It’s a busy day, which is how I prefer them. As it winds 
down, I’m watching my 11-year-old cousin and my 20-year-old brother 
play video games. In the middle of playing, my brother randomly tells my 
cousin to bring over a photo album on his bookshelf. 

Together, we flip through the album, laughing at the younger versions 
of ourselves. My cousin goes into a laughing fit when he finds a picture 
of my brother as a (fat) baby, saying he looked like two babies combined. 
As our laughter grows with each baby picture, I think about the last lines 
of Lipsenthal’s book. 

“Someday you will face your own mortality. At that moment, I hope you 
see your life has been well led, that you hold no regrets, and that you have 
loved well. On that day, I hope that for you, it had become a good day to die.” 

Now if only the Rangers could win a World Series, then I could really 
die happy. ◆

JIMENEZ IS THE MANAGING EDITOR OF SUCCESS. 
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COMPASSION 
KNIT

THIS COMPANY IS PUTTING ITS MONEY WHERE ITS VALUES ARE. 
BY JONATHAN AUPING

t doesn’t take an economics professor to under-
stand that profitability is the No. 1 priority for 
any business. But once companies start seeing 
profits, what should they do with them? What’s 
the business strategy for that money? Should they 
put it back into the business? Is it just the spoils 
of their hard work and wise decision-making?

Love Your Melon, a growing apparel company founded by Zachary 
Quinn and Brian Keller during their sophomore years at the University 
of St. Thomas in Minnesota, has no trouble determining what to do 
with their profits. They give half of them away to pediatric cancer 
research and support.

You could say they are surviving despite this generosity, but that 
might not be the most accurate way of framing it. Some might say 
they are thriving because of it.

* * *
Quinn and Keller met in 2012 on the second day of classes outside 

of an entrepreneurship course they had enrolled in. It just so happened 
it was the same day that students were supposed to pick their part-
ners for a “lemonade stand” project. The assignment was to start a 
business and turn a profit by the end of the semester. They chose 
each other, and they’ve been running that same business ever since.

“We wanted to do something during that semester that would 
also make a difference in the life of somebody else,” says Quinn, 
now 25. “We didn’t want to focus on just making money off of this. 
It couldn’t just be about that for us.”

In Minnesota, where Quinn and Keller were living, winter tempera-
tures can sink so far below zero that you’d be foolish to leave the 
house without some sort of headwear to cover your ears. The two 
students noticed a void in the market for a fashionable beanie—a 
void they believed they could fill.

The tie-in to helping others seemed fairly obvious. Young cancer 
patients going through chemotherapy treatments needed beanies, 
“because hospitals—no matter where they are in the country—are 
cold,” Quinn says.

The pitch was simple: For every hat purchased, they would donate 
another hat to a child with cancer. Quinn says they always thought 
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of the endeavor as a business. “We didn’t want to raise money,” he 
says. They had a product they were selling and they believed in that 
product, even if their college professors did not share their confidence.

They borrowed $3,500 from friends and family for the cost of 
manufacturing 400 hats. The plan was to sell 200 and give away the 
other 200. “Our teachers didn’t think we could sell out of the hats 
in the whole semester,” Quinn says. “They were worried about how 
much we spent on them.” 

They sold out in two days during Thanksgiving break. The success 
was enough to see a future in the company. Quinn, now the CEO of 
Love Your Melon, dropped out of college shortly after to focus full-
time on the business.

W hen a mutual friend introduced the president of Minnesota 
Knitting Mills, Patrick Hickey, to a college student named Zachary 
Quinn who had started a business, it wasn’t that Hickey didn’t admire 
Quinn’s vision. He did, but it was like when a high school valedic-
torian tells you he or she is going to hold office someday. Someday 
isn’t today. Quinn wanted to work with Minnesota Knitting Mills, 
but Hickey wasn’t sure he could help him. So that was that. Quinn 
left school, Love Your Melon found a small manufacturer in Oregon, 
and life went on.

But Quinn didn’t lose Hickey’s number, and when the order size 
went up, he reached out again. “We sat down to talk,” Hickey says. 

“Zach is a true entrepreneur. He had a vision in mind, and he wanted 
the hats made here in Minnesota.”

It was an interesting stance for a young CEO to take. It’s easy to 
think that a company giving away half of its profit margin would be 
looking for any reasonable opportunity to keep overhead low. In the 
21st century, outsourcing manufacturing responsibilities to foreign 
factories is one of the first steps many retailers take to reduce costs.

Quinn learned how to run a business on the f ly, and without 
much education or experience, he was left to rely on his own guiding 
principles for big decisions.

“We’re now contributing to more than 120 U.S. jobs,” Quinn says. 
“We’re giving our employees good wages. We’re taking care of people.”

Minnesota Knitting Mills is a perfect example of a homegrown 
company. They’ve been in business for more than 100 years and have 
been family-run for most of that time. The partnership has been a 
boon for the knitting mill. “Our business has grown in proportion 
with [Quinn’s] business,” Hickey says. “Minnesota Knitting Mills 
has been a beneficiary.”

This isn’t just blind patronage, though. Love Your Melon offers 
fashionable products in varying styles with new promotions popping 
up often. In-person collaboration and creative oversight is important. 
It isn’t difficult for Quinn to get a meeting with his manufacturing 
par tner. “I look at it as more of a par tnership bet ween the t wo 

Compassion 
is one of 
the few 
qualities that 
transcends 
the cyclical 
nature of 
cool. Its 
appeal 
is evergreen.
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companies,” Hickey says. “Minnesota Knitting and Love Your Melon 
are working hand in hand.”

That partnership exists only because both sides were willing 
to gamble on each other. “It’s a mutual respect [ between] the two 
companies—the leaders of the two companies, really,” Hickey says.

Cool, stylish, chic and fashionable are the kinds of buzzwords that 
every retailer wants to embody. Love Your Melon is no different. 
Although capturing that cachet is difficult enough, holding onto 
it is almost impossible because today’s style is rarely tomorrow’s.

That’s where Love Your Melon has an advantage. Compassion is 
one of the few qualities that transcends the cyclical nature of cool. 
Its appeal is evergreen. W hen Quinn and Keller set a goal to sell 
and subsequently donate enough hats to put one on every child with 
cancer in America it connected with people. After accomplishing that 
goal, they raised the stakes, and that’s when, in 2015, they decided to 
donate half of their profits to childhood cancer research and support.

They used social media to tell inspiring stories about children 
battling cancer and organized events to surprise young patients with 
beanies and activities. They set up the Love Your Melon Campus Crews 
Program in which college students dress up like superheroes and 
personally donate hats to children with cancer while raising money 
to support their families. The program is active on 840 campuses 
and includes more than 13,000 students. The students organize and 
lead their own campus chapters and are provided the hats by Love 
Your Melon. It’s a cause for young adults to commit to and promo-
tion for a small company. Love Your Melon’s top demographic is 
college students, and they essentially have unpaid marketing teams 
all over the country.

Tender narratives featuring adorable children have a better chance 
of going viral, but cancer research might have the largest impact. One 

of Love Your Melon’s partners, CureSearch is 
dedicated to finding a cure to pediatric cancer 
through accelerated research.

Love Your Melon fully funded the grant 
for one of CureSearch’s young investigators, 
Kara Davis, Ph.D., at Stanford University, who 
is experimenting with new ways to treat acute 
lymphoblastic leukemia. The $225,000 grant 
represents about a third of what Love Your 
Melon has donated to CureSearch, which is 
only one of their 16 nonprofit partners. “It’s not 
one of those partnerships where we get a dona-
tion and don’t hear from them for a year,” says 
Kelli Wright, CureSearch’s national director 
of business development. The research dollars 
aren’t just a tax write-off for Quinn; they are 
part of the company’s identity.

* * *
Conscious capitalism isn’t new, but the 

men behind Love Your Melon believe it ’s 
still in its infancy.

“[The 50 percent model] is a significant part of our story,” Quinn 
admits. “ W hat I would argue is that it should be a part of more 
companies’ stories.”

Quinn’s instincts don’t separate business and moral responsi-
bility, and they’ve served him well. Making children smile, funding 
cancer research, sharing inspiring stories, contributing to U.S. 
manufacturing; these things are all capital-G Good, but they are 
also respectable, responsible business decisions that have benefited 
the company in tangible ways.

The company grew by more than 344 percent in 2016 alone. It 
employs 22 people. It has given more than 110,000 beanies to chil-
dren battling cancer and donated just under $3 million to nonprofit 
partners.

Love Your Melon traffics in altruism, and the partners don’t get 
distracted. It might seem like they leave themselves a low-margin 
of error, but history will show a larger track record of companies 
meeting their downfall due to greed and rash decisions than from 
compassion.

“Companies are learning that they have to have more of what Love 
Your Melon is doing,” Wright says, citing research that employees 
and consumers gravitate toward products associated with a cause. 
“[Companies] need to have more corporate social responsibility.”

Failing to use profit in a way that helps people outside of the 
company is a failure of business in 2017, according to Quinn, and 
it’s not something that he wants to be associated with.

“Taking 100 percent of the profit at the end of the day is not 
something that I think any company should be doing at this point.” ◆

AUPING IS A DALLAS-BASED WRITER. 

COLLEGE STUDENTS PARTICIPATING IN THE 
LOVE YOUR MELON CAMPUS CREWS PROGRAM 
DRESS UP LIKE SUPERHEROES AND PERSONALLY 
DONATE HATS TO CHILDREN WITH CANCER.

C
O

U
RT

ES
Y 

O
F 

LO
VE

 Y
O

U
R 

M
EL

O
N

LoveYourMelon_SM1711.indd   74 9/5/17   10:59 AM

© 2017 SUCCESS. All Rights Reserved.




