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About CW+ Our new collaboration: 
A Space Between x Mark Levin  

This book is the result of a beautiful collaborative effort between CW+ Arts for All 
partners A Space Between and Mark Levin. Spearheaded by CW+, the result is a 
unique collection of colouring-in artworks selected from A Space Between’s 
catalogue, alongside poems and stories written by Mark Levin. The books will be 
distributed through CW+’s two hospital sites and delivered to local communities too. 

These pages are a creative gift from us all to each of you. For you to immerse in a 
moment’s artful, colourful, poetic pause. Each poem and story can be accompanied 
by Mark Levin’s soundtrack of harp music and narrating voice, accessed by QR 
codes through the book. 

CW+ is the official charity of Chelsea and Westminster Hospital NHS Foundation Trust.

Our generous supporters and partners enable us to:

 •Build and enhance clinical facilities to create an outstanding 
 healing environment for patients and staff

 •Deliver a unique art and design programme to transform the 
 experience and wellbeing of our patients

 •Invest in health innovation to deliver exceptional patient care

We have played a central role in responding to the COVID-19 outbreak across our
communities. Over the past ten months, we accelerated the opening of our new 
Intensive Care Unit at Chelsea and Westminster Hospital, deployed a skilled volunteer 
workforce to support the needs of both patients and staff, and launched the 
COVID-19 Rapid Response Fund to provide frontline staff with new equipment, 
technology and support for their health and wellbeing, during a time of unprecedented 
demand on our services. 

The Christmas period at our hospitals usually sees a full programme of activity for 
inpatients, ranging from the delivery of our Arts for All programme of music, dance and 
art, to special visits, gift sharing and card exchanges. This year, we are unable to deliver 
normal festive events, and instead, we have commissioned special Christmas art parcels 
to bring some festive cheer to our patients.

                                 www.cwplus.org.uk

Please use this QR code to access Mark Levin’s narrated stories:

Or listen using the following link:  https://harpforhospitals.com/colour-to-connect-kids/



A Space Between Mark Levin

A Space Between is a non-profit organisation founded by Emily Halban, Fardokht 
Sharifi-Yazdi and Tianna Moquette. They offer creative engagement workshops for 
hospitals and community sites; their activities featured at the CW+ Imagination Café 
in February 2020.

A Space Between sets up communal art tables in hospital areas where 
patients, their families and healthcare staff are invited to work with a variety of art 
materials together at the table, or in their own space. The materials and art 
interventions are thoughtfully considered, making involvement accessible to all. 

The team also collaborates with a range of artists to create unique colouring-in 
designs, which form the backbone of their programmes, delivered online, 
in hospitals and throughout isolated communites. Most recently their therapeutic 
art boxes were delivered by CW+ to wards across both Chelsea and Westminster 
Hospital and West Middlesex University Hospital.These boxes were well-received by 
staff and patients as a mindful activity during the peak of the COVID-19 pandemic.

Mark Levin is a professional harpist who regularly performs for events and 
weddings. He offers his audience a fresh take on harp music, arranging harp 
versions of modern songs.

Under the name Harp for Hospitals, Mark has been delivering interactive harp 
sessions in hospitals, hospices, specialist health facilities and care homes for over 
a decade. In his sessions for CW+, Mark works with both children and older adults, 
changing patient perception of harp music, through his contemporary repertoire.

Making his sessions interactive, he allows patients to play his harp and 
entertains interested patients by teaching them the basics. In this manner, he
introduces many to an instrument which they may not have previously 
experienced.

                www.aspacebetween.co.uk                  www.harpforhospitals.com@aspacebetween.co.uk



                                   Magnolia - Age 10 - Montreal, Canada 10



                                     Luke - Age 9 - Barnsley, UK 12

Look up - draw what you imagine is 
happening in Luke’s sky?



                          Marco - Age 9 - Munich, Germany 14



“I can’t,” replied Bea, ‘I’ve not got the tools,

And flowers aren’t like flies, you can’t attract them like fools. I need to 

find more but I don’t know where to go.”

“Why bother?” asked the spider, “I’d like to know.”

“I pick up their pollen to bring back to our queen

Where we turn it to honey, the sweetest you’ve seen.

It’s food for her babies, she can’t feed them alone,

The hive needs its workers and the hive is my home.”

Then a snail who was listening as he slimed down the track Said, 

“Be like me and take your hive on your back. 

Although it’s quite heavy and makes you quite slow

You’re always at home wherever you go.”

Bea replied, “But my hive has thousands of bees,

That’s why we make beehives on the sides of big trees.”

“If there’s so many bees,” the snail asked, “as you say, 

What difference would it be if one didn’t stay?

You could make a small hive to wear like a pack

With your very own beehive you wouldn’t need to go back.” 

Bea said, “Worker bees work for all of our lives,

We could never leave our duties and abandon our hives.” 

The others shook their heads, it didn’t sound like much fun, 

They couldn’t imagine working like that for anyone.

16

Bea the bumble bee bumbled off to her flowers,

Where she’d buzz between them and her hive then for hours. 

No time for a breather or to rest her poor head,

She’s got to keep buzzing to the old flower bed.

Bea is a worker just like her sisters,

And even when tired and she starts to get blisters

She has to pick up that pollen every day,

It’s as plain as her stripes, there is no other way.

Until one morning when she took off through the air

She arrived to find her flower bed wasn’t there.

There was concrete and gravel put there in its place,

Now you should have seen the look on poor Bea’s face. 

“I can’t go back with nothing, this is terribly bad.”

So poor Bea stopped for a minute feeling incredibly sad. 

Then she saw a web flicker in the sun by her side

And a spider crept over with a smile that was wide.

“I’ve seen you come here back and forth now for days,

How you keep going I’m completely amazed.

Be like me and build a web that is sticky

And bring the flowers to you, it would be far less tricky.”

Bee Like Me 



                      

Then along came an ant who said, “I know what you mean.

 I’m one of thousands who serves just one queen.

Together we’re something far bigger than ourselves,

We must all play our part and must play it well.”

Bea gave a smile and the ant carried on,

“Besides we need bees, trust me, I’m not wrong.

It is very important you work when it’s sunny,

For bees do far more than just make up honey.

Going flower to flower with pollen as you go,

Is actually what makes new flowers grow.

Without your hard work we’d all soon be in trouble,

So be like me bee, get back to work on the double.”

Bea nodded, “Yes, that’s why I must keep on going,

Out there somewhere there must be more flowers growing.

It isn’t just bees, though you may not see it yet.

It is the same for us all so don’t you forget,

We all make a difference, even though we’re so small,

The world keeps on turning because of us all.’

Bea jumped back up and took off through the air,

And they watched her get smaller until no longer there.

“Will she find more flowers?” the snail asked hopefully. 

“Yes,” said the ant, ‘some things are just meant to be.’

            Poppy - Age 4 - Barnsley, UK 18
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                          Leni - Age 9 - Hamburg, Germany 22

Happy can be running down a hill extremely fast,

Or it can be lying on a comfy chair, feeling all relaxed.

Happy can be a train ride, off to somewhere new,

Or it can be playing in your bedroom with a game that’s fun to do. 

Happy can be dancing at a party with your friends,

Or it can be reading calmly, wondering how the story ends. 

Happy can be puddles splashing, or just drawing for a while, 

Happy can be anything you do that makes you smile.

         Happy 



                                                Olivia - Age 11 - London, UK 24



                                                Emilia - Age 5 - Pittsburgh, USA 26



                            Manon - Age 11 - Belfast, Northern Ireland 28

In my class there are 30 children, 

so if you think about it, that means there are...

30 mouths and 30 noses, and 30 chins and heads.

60 eyes and 60 ears, and 60 arms and legs.

60 hands and 60 feet, means 60 socks and shoes.

And 60 gloves in coat pockets, we are careful not to lose.

This next one I don’t think that our teacher even knows!

With 30 children, and 60 feet, my class has 300 toes!

300 fingers too, but some of those are thumbs.

So many amazing things to learn when you’re doing sums.

The Sum Of My Class



                                   Ammy - Age 7 - Mexico City, Mexico 30



                                   Camilo - Age 6 - Buenos Aires, Argentina 32

In your best bubble/graffiti/jagged 
writing add the sound Camilo’s character is 

making... 



                                     Dhruv - Age 6 - London, UK 34



Nest Is Best

A bird still a chick covered with fresh new feather, 

Was pointing his head out judging the weather. 

Judging if now was the time, or maybe if whether, 

Tomorrow would actually be a bit better.

“Hmm the clouds look a bit dark, no, I’m not too impressed.

I think that in fact the nest would be best.”

So he popped his head back in and, relieved, gave a sigh, 

“Tomorrow perhaps I’ll set off for the sky.”

Last week his brothers and sisters all left one by one,

They all thought that flying looked like so much fun.

He heard how they laughed as they all took to leap,

But when he peeks over the drop looks so steep.

The bird’s mother swooped down with a grub in her beak, 

Exhausted after doing this week after week.

She knows it’s not easy leaving the nest,

But he’s getting so big now, a chat would be best.

Besides it’s not fair to be out always flapping,

Gathering meals while this little one’s napping.

For new chicks it’s okay and perfectly fine,

But he’s not a baby anymore so now is the time.

“Darling,” she sang as he gobbled down his meal,

“Let’s have a talk, I want to know how you feel.”

“I’m great,” smiled the bird as he shook out his wing,

“But as well as these grubs next time do you think could bring...”

“I’ve got an idea,” she cut in straight away,

“Why don’t you go out and find your next grub for today?

Just spread out your wings, give a flap and then fly,

Leave this nest far behind and discover the sky.”

“Maybe tomorrow,” the chick said sheepishly,

“I’ll stay here for today but tomorrow we’ll see.”

“I know that it’s scary,” his mum said with a smile,

“But I’m sorry to say I think you’re in denial. 

Tomorrow, tomorrow, but never today,

Life is for living, not hiding away.

Nests are for babies too little to fly,

Not young birds like you, unwilling to try.

Tell me what’s stopping you, why not just go?”

And the chick peered over once more, but shook his head, no. 

“What if I stumble when high in the air?

Lose my way, go too far, end up anywhere?

And cats with their claws, or cars with their wheels,

Up here I’ll never know how each of those feels.

And what if I can’t find any grubs on my own?

I’ll be freezing and no more than feather and bone.

36



                                                    Isabel - Age 8 - Bicester, UK 38

I see other birds flying and I do like their song,

But up here I know that nothing can go wrong.”

His mother looked into her son’s beady eyes,

“But there’s so much you’re missing, life is such a surprise. 

You were made to fly high and hang out on the breeze

And to scurry your way through the branches and trees.

Yes, there are dangers, I can’t promise there won’t be,

Cats might jump out if you hobble too slowly.

The truth is what’s waiting, I really don’t know

But that is exactly why you have to go.

The scariest thing that could possibly be,

is if you decide not to listen to me. 

And instead of seeing all the things that you should,

And becoming all the things in the world that you could,

If you stay up here in this nest so small,

all that can happen is nothing at all!”

The chick looked at the view, he wasn’t really prepared,

But to his surprise he felt a little less scared.

His mother smiled at him sweetly and it felt like goodbye, 

“So is the nest still best? Or shall we give it a try?”

And then he peered over one last time with a shiver, 

Spread out his two wings and in the breeze felt them quiver. 

Then with a jump and a flap he was suddenly flying,

He didn’t know where he’d go, but he knew he was trying.



                                          Agastya - Age 11 - India 40



                                             Aubrey - Age 11 - Cambridge, UK 42



                                                Gaia - Age 10 - Krakow, Poland 44

Pitter, patter, patter, is the sound of the rain,

And a tiny rumble hum must be a passing train.

Woosh woosh woosh, sway the branches through the breeze, 

And drip, drop, plop, drip the raindrops from the leaves.

Twinkle twinkle little star, sings my sisters’ baby toy,

And that tiny wail through the wall, must be next-door’s little 

boy. Chucka chucka brumm, as a car starts down the street,

Rustle nustle brush, as my toes play with the sheet.

These are all the sounds I hear, moving around my head.

If I stop to listen to the world, whilst lying on my bed.

The Sounds All Around
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                                                 Camran - Age 5 - London, UK 48

What do you see amongst Camran’s trees? 



                                                Clara - Age 9 - Cambridge, UK 50



There’s an old tree in the playpark way older than me, 

My mum says it’s over 100 easily.

Its trunk is enormous and it stands up so high,

It was born underground but now lives in the sky.

To get as big as this tree it would take a long time, 

It’s a great tree for games but it’s too big to climb. 

Now when I try all the grown ups shout, “Stop!” 

But when I grow up I’ll get to the top.

We always count by it when we play hide and seek, 

Eyes must be closed but sometimes I peek.

Nobody knows except maybe the tree,

But it never tells, the secret is between it and me.’

“I have seen many games played under my branches. 

So many chases, races and dances.

So many hiders and so many seekers,

“Quick, find a place!” And so many peekers.

I love the laughter as the children all play,

As I know that it all soon changes one day.

I’ve seen so many happy young girls and boys 

Sprout into adults who forget about toys.

All the fun and games soon makes way for worry, 

As they think about cars, appointments and money.

When they used to spin around so fast they’d get dizzy,

In a flurry of seasons they’re all soon too busy.

You might think it will take a long time to grow older,

But before you know time will come tap on your shoulder. 

“It’s time to grow up now! 

So leave those games at the door.” 

The Old Tree By The Park
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                                             Evie - Age 7 - Australia 54

Then hide seek and peeking will all soon be no more.

It happens so fast all the changes I see,

As a long year for you is just a moment for me.

I watch you grow up in a matter of minutes,

And the bigger you get the less tree playing visits.

So next time you’re playing and out having fun,

Remember your playtime has just begun.

And enjoy every game because one day as you grow,

You may be asked to play but instead you’ll say, “No.”

You’ll be thinking of things that are bigger than playing.

Like what you need to buy next, and how much you’ll be paying. 

So remember my words as your games turn to worry,

Be more like a tree, don’t grow up in a hurry.”



                                    Marlow - Age 7 - Byron Bay, Australia 56



                                          Zoe - Age 7 - Geneva, Switzerland 58

What celebration can you imagine at Zoe’s 
dining table? Is there a banquet, a birthday 

party or is it stacked with pancakes? 



                                          Ivy - Age 10 - Byron Bay, Australia 60



                                          Lara - Age 9 - Laguna Beach, USA 62



                                                       Lyla - Age 11 - Seattle, USA 64

Hide and seek and I’m under the covers, 

Trying so hard not to giggle.

The counting is done, and in you come.

 I won’t move at all, not a wiggle.

Now where could they be? I hear you say,

And the waiting tingles my tummy.

I let out a squeal, now you’ll find me for real.

 I don’t know what makes hiding so funny.

Hide and Seek



                                               Eloise - Age 9 - Cambridge, UK 66



                                                       Xenia - Age 6 - Olot, Spain 68

Everyone was a baby once, 

Even you and me.

Even your headteacher. 

Even your mummy.

Everyone wore nappies once,

And cried when they weren’t clean, 

Even a brave policeman,

Even the English Queen.

Everyone once crawled around, 

Before walking on their feet, 

Even the fastest runner

Or an Olympic athlete.

Everyone babbled baby talk, 

Not words like you or me,

Even people who sing onstage, 

Or the newsreaders on TV.

So if you think little babies are daft,

And they can’t copy the things you do.

Remember it wasn’t so long ago,

That you were a baby too.

And remember that every grown-up 

With the clever things they explain 

Was once a little baby too

And we all started out the same.

Big Babies 



                                                     Julian - Age 5 - London, UK 70



                                                     Kimia - Age 6 - London, UK 72

What do you see in Kimia’s background? 



                                       Medeina - Age 13 - Vilnius, Lithuania 74



                                                        Mila - Age 11 - London, UK 76

How will you decorate Mila’s room? 



                                                  Naimah - Age 9 - London, UK 78



                                                      Zoey - Age 9 - Noida, India 80

Once I caught a bubble,

It wasn’t something I had planned. 

All the others went pop, pop, pop 

But this one settled in my hand.

It looked all wet like water,

And had a rainbow shine inside.

My friends all gathered around to see, 

So I held it up with pride.

Time moved by so slowly,

And then it popped like we all feared. 

I tried to catch more in my hands,

But the rest all burst and disappeared.

The Bubble



                                            Amelie - Age 10 - Cambridge, UK 82



                                                    Nolan - Age 6 - Seattle, USA 84

How will you continue Nolan’s lines? 



                                                           Olive - Age 7 - Bermuda 86



                                    Rithvik Lal - Age 11 - Hyderabad, India 88

Have you solved Rithvik’s cube or is it still a 
puzzle? 



                                             Paola - Age 6 - Sao Paulo, Brazil 90



                                Aline - Age 7 - Cambridge, UK 92

Sometimes when I draw a picture 

I try to make it super neat.

I copy what I’m looking at

Until I’m sure it looks complete.

Sometimes when I draw a picture

I let the colours slip and slide.

In the end it might not look like much 

But it is how I feel inside.

When I’m drawing carefully

I know what it is going to be

But if I just swirl colours around

It’s like the picture is drawing me.

Drawing Pictures



                                                     Rania - Age 11 - London, UK 94



                              Scarlett - Age 9 - Auckland, New Zealand 96

Can you continue Scarlett’s mandala to fill 
the page?



                                                        Ayla - Age 8 - London, UK 98



The Lion That Learned To Roar

A young lion cub was learning to roar,

His little voice was trying and he gave it what for.

But each sound that came out didn’t quite belong,

The poor little lion kept getting it wrong.

“Here goes,” he said and out came a great “Moo!”

“Hmm that didn’t sound right.” What was he to do?

“Try again,” he thought and out came a “Woof Woof!”

“Why did that happen? This roaring is tough.”

“One more go,” he said, and this time he went “Neigh!” 

He sat in a sulk, “I won’t be roaring today.”

The other lions were listening and thought it was funny, 

But the lion cub was sad so went to speak to his mummy. 

“I can’t roar,” he said, “whatever I do,

Each time I try it sounds nothing like you.”

“Let me hear,” said his mum, “where do you get stuck?” 

So the lion tried again but this time went, “Cluck Cluck.” 

“Ooh I see what you mean,” she said, “how bizarre!” 

Then “Oink Oink,” went the lion, the worst one by far!

“Try once more,” she said, so “Miaow!” went the cub.

“That’s closer, but it still doesn’t sound as it should.”

 “Why can’t I do it?” the lion cub asked with a cry,

A young lion cub was learning to roar,

His little voice was trying and he gave it what for.

But each sound that came out didn’t quite belong,

The poor little lion kept getting it wrong.

“Here goes,” he said and out came a great “Moo!”

“Hmm that didn’t sound right.” 

What was he to do?

“Try again,” he thought and out came a “Woof Woof!” 

“Why did that happen? This roaring is tough.”

“One more go,” he said, and this time he went 

“Neigh!” He sat in a sulk, “I won’t be roaring today.”

The other lions were listening and thought it was funny, 

But the lion cub was sad so went to speak to his mummy. 

“I can’t roar,” he said, “whatever I do,

Each time I try it sounds nothing like you.”

“Let me hear,” said his mum, “where do you get stuck?”

 So the lion tried again but this time went, “Cluck Cluck.”

100



                      

“Ooh I see what you mean,” she said, “how bizarre!” 

Then “Oink Oink,” went the lion, the worst one by far! 

“Try once more,” she said, so “Miaow!” went the cub. 

“That’s closer, but it still doesn’t sound as it should.”

“Why can’t I do it?” the lion cub asked with a cry,

“I can’t make the right sound whatever I try.”

His mummy had a think but needed to know more,

“What are you thinking of when you try to roar?”

“I’m thinking of the lions that are bigger than me.

All the big scary lions that roar easily.”

His mum then smiled and said, 

“I think I know why

It isn’t quite working, let’s have one more try...

This time don’t think about others, instead only you,

Your roar comes from inside and is your roar to do.”

“But I’m not big yet,” the cub said, “are you sure this will work?” 

“Yes, you’re still a lion!” his mummy replied with a smirk.

So he took a deep breath and although not quite sure,

He looked deep down within him and out came his first ROAR!

           Jill & Jack - Age 48 & 11 - Boston, USA 102



                                               Thihansa - Age 11 - London, UK 104



                            Annabel - Age 10 - Derry, Northern Ireland 106

Candles on the birthday cake,

All lit and flickering bright.

I’ll close my eyes and make a wish,

I hope I do it right.

Everyone gathers around to watch, 

The lights are turned down low.

It’s almost time for them to sing, 

And for me to puff and blow.

The singing starts and I feel proud, 

As I listen to the song.

The candles make my face feel warm, 

Until puff!... all the flames are gone.

      The Birthday Cake 



                                    Aahna - Age 8 - London, UK 108



                                               Tista - Age 9 - Bangalore, India 110

Does Tista’s dress have patterns? 



                                                          Emma - Age 13 - Nigeria 112



                      

My mum says our sky is full of millions of stars.

And billions of planets like Earth, Jupiter and Mars.

And though stars all look little, as they twinkle in the night,

Closer up they’re massive balls of fire, gas and light.

They are actually gigantic suns, like ours that lights up every day. 

They just look so small and twinkly, as they are all so far away.

 Some stars are ten times bigger than our sun that sets and rises. 

And space is a huge mystery, with never ending new surprises.’ 

One day I’ll build a rocket, and I’ll go and see them all.

But space goes on forever, and we’re only very small.’

Mum says there’s things and places, we may not ever understand.

But that’s why our lives are special, and then she took my hand.

There’s always more for us to learn, and more to make us wonder,

And as we watched the stars all twinkle, 

our eyes were also twinkling under.

A Million Stars

                                                                Hana H 114



                           June - Age 8 - Johannesburg, South Africa 116



                                                   Soraya - Age 7 - London, UK 118

Let the sound of the birds and the waves 
wash over you. What can you see in Soraya’s 

sky? What can you see under the sea? 



                      120

Now over to you...
This frame is for you. We’d love you to have 
a go creating your own colouring-in artwork. 
Please email a photo or scan your drawing 

back to : 
info@aspacebetween.co.uk

        Name          -      Age      -          City 



CWPLUS Registered Charity no 1169897


