
 

 

Turn Off the Noise 

Ruth Decosta 

 

Turn off the noise 

Distraction destroys 

 

Palms up I sit 

Our hearts You knit 

 

Silence is golden 

The quiet emboldens 

 

Free in solitude 

No more subdued 

 

Pain laid bare 

For Your repair 

 

Eyes closed, breathe deep 

Spirit moves, I weep 

 

The secret place 

Tender embrace 

 

Love so sweet 

Broken heart now complete 
 

 

© 2025 by Ruth Decosta  


