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“I’m just a hunk, a hunk of burning love…” – Elvis Presley 
 
 

When I hear this song, I immediately picture a hip-gyrating Elvis Presley 

performing on the stage in front of swooning fans. They are mostly young teenage 

girls, sporting pony tails, poodle skirts, saddle shoes and bobby sox. Eyes gazing 

up at The King of Rock and Roll as they scream, cry and faint.  

 

The original version of this song, written by Dennis Linde, was recorded by 

country soul artist, Arthur Alexander, in 1972. Dennis wrote mainly for the 

country music genre. Rarely seen in public, he had a reputation for being one of 

the most reclusive songwriters in Nashville. Singer Arthur Alexander’s work was 

largely unknown, despite being described as a musical genius. He withdrew from 

the music business for a while and for much of that time, he was a bus driver. 

 

The real title of this tune is Burning Love.  The song was Elvis’ last Top 10 hit in 

the American 100 or pop charts. Despite its popularity, Elvis performed the song 

live only a few times. When he did, he always had the words on a song sheet in 

front of him. He had trouble remembering the lyrics. 

 

We see the first evidence of burning love in the Old Testament – in the very 

beginning of the Bible. Noah, who credits God for saving him and his family from 

the flood, offered a burnt offering to show his love to God for their deliverance 

from the devastating flood. Throughout the Old Testament, bulls, sheep and 

doves were offered to a loving and gracious God, who longed to be close to his 

people.  

 

Jesus, after his resurrection came close to two people on the road to Emmaus. 

The disciple, Cleopas, and an unnamed companion, were chattering away about 

Jesus’ resurrection as they trekked to the town of Emmaus. Their hearts and 
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minds were, however, closed to the words of Jesus when he appeared to them 

and started speaking. Later the two recount that the words of this stranger 

produced “burning within their hearts.” (Luke 24:32) Did they, as the Anglican 

theologian John Wesley wrote, feel “unusual warmth of love?” 

 

I like that – unusual warmth of love. These words bring to mind my high school 

days when the mere sight of my football star boyfriend would make my heart 

flutter and temperature rise. Most importantly, a burning desire to see the man 

who eventually would become my husband – again and again, day after day, night 

after night – brought me to the realization that I was in love with him. 

 

Seeing pictures of my children when they were young, remembering my parents’ 

struggles, and reminiscing about my grandparents’ unconditional love and 

generosity, warm my heart. Sifting through black and white photos of family 

dinners gathered around the table, the bright lights and sparse decorations of 

Christmases past, and cabin vacations by the lake in upstate New York, certainly 

do fill me with an unusual warmth of love. And now, gazing at every move my 

grandson makes, seeing him giggle at the antics of my husband, his Pop, 

undeniably makes it seem like my temperature is “burning through to soul.” 

 

“Lord Almighty, I feel my temperature rising. 
Higher and higher, it’s burning through to my soul.” 

 
Sometimes God’s love burns through to my soul. One day it convicts me; the next 

day it acquits me. The conviction arises out of sin and guilt for what I have done 

and for what I have left undone. Let’s face it, I am a sinner. 

 

Acquittal exonerates me when I dwell on a God who is merciful and gracious, slow 

to anger and abounding in love. (Psalm 145:8)  The truth is, I am forgiven. 
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The opening line to Burning Love,  is “Lord Almighty…”  Later on the writer pens 

another divine line, “Lord have mercy.” While these lines might sound like a 

prayer to God, it is obvious from the majority of the lyrics that the writer had 

something else in mind, pleading to God for the intense feelings in side of him. He 

was suffering from the effects of his love for a woman. 

 

And that’s what love does. Whether you embrace it or try as you may to deny it, 

love burns into your soul and it sears your heart. Through the years you collect 

piles of ashes for love that had died out and relationships that have grown cold. 

At other times, there is an almost endless supply of kindling that keeps the 

flames of love alive, growing and glowing.   

 

There probably are ways to douse or extinguish that inferno of memories. 

Sadness over an unkind word, a forgotten promise, or a jealous heart can bring a 

flood of tears that snuffs the fire out. But I choose to gather kindling and stoke 

the fire in my soul that can’t forget a grandparent’s love, a parent’s kiss, a 

sibling’s tears and a child’s tiny hand pressed firmly into mine. That’s when I 

become a hunk, a hunk of burning love. 


