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Where it all started some seventy years ago

The air strip and area (Little Birch Wood) Henri MIGNET spent three years building and test flying various versions of the “Flying Flea”.

Forward to “SUR

LES TRACES DU POU DU CIEL
(On the Flying-Flea’s Trail)”
by Paul PONTOIS

A

mythical moment for the reader of
Mignet’s book "Le Sport de l’Air",
The Sport of the Air, is the first takeoff of his HM-14 on September 10, 1933. A
truly glorious moment is the first real
round trip of this same machine, in the
afternoon of November 8, 1933.
The legendary place for these achievements was the "petit bois de bouleau", the
Little Birch Wood, where Mignet had
camped during 450 nights in three years,
suffering torrid summers and harsh winters. From 1931 to 1933, Henri commuted

between the Vaugirard quarter in Paris
where he built the various versions of the
Pou in a workshop lent by Albert and
Pierre Brissaut, and a large piece of land
200 km North-East of the capital which
was put at his disposal by Marc Morizet.
For me, as well as for most of my fellows
pouducielists, this place is what Troy is to
an archeologist, a legendary site. However,
in June 2000, the matter was shown to me
under a different light, thanks to a young
and enthusiastic couple, Béatrice and
Gilbert Lemoine.
Continued on page 3

FLEA EVENT
DUNKERQUE
(North of France)
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Web Site:
www.flyingflea.org

The POU RENEW is the official English language newsletter featuring Henri Mignet’s designs: Pou-du-Ciel, also known as the “Flying Flea”, and other designs derived from it. The newsletter is a
source of information for all enthusiasts who own or love the POU,
and who are building, will build, or have built a Flying Flea.
POU RENEW is published quarterly in January, April, July, and
October. Subscription rates are US $10, anywhere outside the US
$15. Overseas subscriptions by cash or international money order
only.
We encourage you to send letters, articles, comments, needs,
etc., to: POU RENEW, c/o The Independent-Register, PO Box 255,
Brodhead, WI 53520-0255. E-mail us at: pou@indreg.com.

New CD of 1994 Book
by Henri Mignet
(Three videos included on CD.
Original 665 page text in French,
with numerous pictures. Includes revised
HM.14 plans. All HMs through HM.1000.)

Expired!

Many thanks to all of you who have sent in their subscription in support of the POU RENEW! Your mailing label
shows when your subscription expires. If you have the word expired
on your label your subscription is DUE and you risk the chance of
not receiving the next issue of the newsletter. If you would like to
receive the POU RENEW Newsletter, please send your subscription
dues to POU RENEW, c/o The Independent-Register, P.O. Box 255,
Brodhead, WI 53520-0255.
If you move, please promptly inform the POU RENEW. The USPO
informs the POU RENEW with a postage due notice which is payable by
POU RENEW. Informing us that you will be moving helps keep the subscription rates down.
Disclaimer: The newsletter is published to provide a common means of communication among builders, owners and historians of Flea style aircraft. The newsletters are a compilation of ideas and data from various sources. Technical material in the newsletter is for reference and education only and its use is not recommended by the POU RENEW, nor the
newsletter editor, or The Independent-Register publishing company, nor by any member of
the POU RENEW. POU RENEWdoes not sanction, nor does it accept responsibility for, participation by any member, or other reader, at any fly-ins, gatherings, or events that may be
mentioned herein.

$ U.S. 30
$ U.S. 5 postage and handling per CD
DON CAMPBELL
221 N LASALLE STE 3117
CHICAGO IL 60601-1553
Allow two weeks for delivery

CDs through “Ozflea Australia”
• Low Cost
• Low Labor

1. HM-14 with modifications list to upgrade same to
HM-14e
2. HM-8 plans in French only
3. HM-16 plans in English and in imperial
sizes for materials
4. HM290/93 drawings in English
5. HM-297 fuselage drawings only

• High Quality
• Super Smooth

For free literature regarding all the Hipec
products please write:

NEW BOOK

**All of the above are separate CDs and are $25.00
Australian Dollars plus $10.00 postage and handling.**

Over 100 pages of very detailed, informative and helpful techniques for covering
and finishing aircraft. Comes with colored
photos, paint chip chart and much more.

Robert Cornwell
90 Station St
Weston 2326
NSW Australia
Ozflea@yahoo.com

Falconar Avia Inc.
7739 - 81 Ave., Edmonton Alberta T6C 0V4
780-465-2024 • Fax: 780-465-2029
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I was in Dunes, near Agen in the Southwest of France for
the Pou meeting, held every year in June. An endless rain,
the worse in the area since 1934, encouraged visitors to
stay under the large hangar. "Hangar flying" replaced flying. Old friends were taking up with each other again.
Many builders and pilots, who had never met before,
made friends. Sitting at a large table covered with maps,
photographs and sketches, and passionately talking to the
audience, Beatrice and Gilbert were relating their pilgrimage to the Little Birch Wood, and how they discerned its
precise location. So many people were interested in their
discussion that I could hardly speak with them, and I went
back home hungry for more.
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refuge in the desert to discover the finality of life.
Thanks to Beatrice and Gilbert, the exact location of the
airstrip was easy to find. In front of this place loaded with
history, I was deeply moved.
Some time ago, I discussed about this trip with Pierre
Mignet over the phone. He made the same journey several times and was happy enough to find some witnesses of
the first flight. He could even chat with an old man who,
when he was a young boy, helped Henri Mignet to push
the HM-14 back to the camp.
What I will retain of this site is the unreal misty atmosphere of the surrounding country, which was for sure still
more marked in Mignet’s time, when the scars of the war
were still apparent and some of the villages still lay in
ruins.

I could not refrain from sending them a letter and their
documented response came after a few weeks.
Last Winter, I already had it in mind to translate Beatrice
and Gilbert’s text for the English speaking pouducielists,
but some family obligations delayed my plans. By pure
luck they also brought me to stay a few days in Chantilly,
North of Paris and not so far from Soissons. The Little
Birch Wood came back to my mind and, on a misty morning, my wife Marie and I started our journey.

In spite of this, Mignet did like this gloomy place, where
he suffered and finally won, but after the victory, he wanted to turn over a new leaf. As he wrote in the Book:
What am I doing here, in the middle of this frozen plain?
In 48 hours, I will enjoy the sweet pleasures of my cozy and
warm home. The game is over! I am leaving!

The smiling plains, hedges and orderly forests of the "Ile
De France" were progressively replaced with an alternation of wild bushy woodlands and extensive cultivated
fields of wheat and sugar beets for miles. The medieval
cathedral of Soissons was overlooking the expanse. Then,
the country became undulating, cut by scrubby and
swampy valleys. We were just a few miles from "Le
Chemin Des Dames" where some of the fiercest fights of
WW1 took place. There, just 15 years after the end of hostilities in a ravaged country, Henri Mignet put up his tent.
His was a solitary two years stay, under difficult and sometimes extreme conditions, haunted by the ultimate goal of
his life, the discovery of a really safe aircraft formula. He
can be compared to the ancient hermits who were taking

Farewell, my dear Little Birch Wood, farewell!
I will be forever grateful to Beatrice and Gilbert for giving me the idea to live this unique experience, on their
trail!
Here are the essentials of their story that they titled "Sur
Les Traces du Pou du Ciel (On the Flying-Flea’s trail)".
Paul Pontois
(819) 228 3159
pontois@mail.atou.qc.ca
English text checked by Chris Frank
Continued on page 4 & 5

Line-up of planes during the 2001 “Pou du Ciel” plane show held in Dunes, France on June 16, 17, & 18.
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SUR LES TRACES DU POU DU CIEL
(On the Flying-Flea’s Trail)
by Béatrice and Gilbert Lemoine
translated by Paul Pontois
Note: the numbered references in the text correspond to the numbers on the maps and photograph that accompany
this piece.
Dedication by Pierre Mignet
A noble passion, a thorough and touching investigation into the first achievements of the old Flying-Flea…
The two authors-accomplices’ research honors our dear old Patron Saint and I am very grateful to them.
In Dunes, on the 10th of June 2000.
Pierre Mignet
Henri Mignet wrote in his Camping Book (Le Sport de l’air, 1934-1994, p. 190):
8 September 1933:
The plain of Beaurepaire, located in the triangle Vailly-Condé-Chassemy, is the place where I put up my tent for the
third time. My caravan is back, in the middle of the plain, in the Birch Wood…The country’s loneliness and solitude… the
hard life is starting.
We drove two times round the triangle formed by the 3 villages Vailly-Chassemy-Condé, and we finally found the
place. In front of us stretches out, without a doubt, the Beaurepaire plain! Everywhere else, are just dense woodlands
and marshes. Here is the only place where le Patron Saint could have set up his camp. The wheat field and the grassy
ground, split by a dirt track, measure together more than 600 meters (2000 feet)(9). An ideal landing strip. We reached the
end of our journey. Here the Flying-Fleas made its first steps…or…more exactly, its first flights! The beginning of a long
story in the aviation history!
Here below are the pages from Henri Mignet’s Book "Le
Sport De L’Air", in which the Patron Saint relates the first
round trip he made over the country around the "Little Birch
Wood". The geographic landmarks are underlined.
I move off to the East, take off correctly and pull the stick. I am
50 feet high. There is still time to land if I want to. No, let’s go!
I do not want to climb too fast, I let the Pou do its way.

9

Vailly, the road (1), the power lines (2), the canal (3), the
river (4), marshes (5)…. There is no place to land if…I aim at
the towpath, just in case…I have an eye on the airspeed and
on the R.P.M. I listen to the engine sound, I have no time to
worry about the ground. This pass near Vailly between two
plateaus more than 300 feet high seems to be so long!

Well, I am passing over the plateaus by a narrow margin.
Propeller R.P.M: 1400, speed: 50 mph, The gearbox axis is pointed to the sky!
The plateaus disappear behind me, the relief becomes indistinct. Not a breath of wind in the air as on the ground, I am
suspended in a green crystal, the sun is low on the horizon. The shadow of my head reflects on the windshield, surrounded
by a red halo.
I should be high enough to turn. Let’s see… stick on the left, just a little bit, the wing slightly leans down. I tilt the stick
a little more and I feel the weight of my body over a drop. I can see vertically without leaning out. This excess of visibility
scares me a little. I pass just over a village, whose houses are grouped around a pointed church steeple and surrounded
by small gardens…. Don’t look at it, you fool! Keeping the speed, always tilted, I gently pull on the stick. One wing below the
horizon, the other one high in the sky, I turn 180 degrees. A rather long journey Westwards leads me in sight of Soissons
4
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(6); the familiar monuments and buildings of the city emerge from the mist, under the sun’s red disk. The air seems to be
adorned with a pink blur. It is a very ethereal feeling. I feel as secure as if I was a passenger in my plane…
Gosh! I am alone aboard! No messing about! A sudden feeling of anguish grips me. Very gently, I push, pull, and stir the
stick. Docile and obedient, the Flying-Flea responds to my orders. My mind is put at ease again.
By the way, what is my altitude? The altimeter is in the right pocket of my jacket. A problem! How to draw it out with my
left hand without moving my right arm? Slowly, slowly, here it is! 1400 feet! I would not have believed it!
I lean overboard to look at the ground. The altitude feeling in a Pou and in a conventional aircraft is quite different.
My plain is behind me. A dark square: the birch wood (7), a white dot: my tent. A quick glance at my bed, my table, my
notebook, my radio-set, my tool-box.. And I realize that I am so close and in the same time so far away. Up in the sky, with
the engine roaring and the wind of the speed, it seems to me that flying down will be very difficult.
A second steep turn, like a master! It is a real pleasure to turn with this plane!, but, not too steep! Stick to the right. The
Flying-Flea comes back to the horizontal as if it was pulled back by a return spring. What energy!
I do it once more.
The Birch Wood is now in front of me, 2.5 miles below the engine…. I fly over Missy-sur-Aisne and its brand new
church tower (8).
I throttle down to 1,000 RPM. At this speed, the propeller becomes "transparent". I sink below the level of the plateaus. I
have the clear feeling to leave the sky
and to plunge into the dark. Although
the valley is rather wide, it looks like a
corridor in the twilight. I pass Condé,
Cirry, and the Vesle River, curled like a
lace. The poplars near my strip are
100 feet below my wings. Their last little yellow leaves, at the tip of their
branches, shiver to the light evening
breeze. Are they clapping at me? My
final approach is now less steep, I
round out. I am gliding down slowly,
keeping some engine, as I am very
short. A small push on the throttle. The
engine regains power. 60 mph at less
than a wingspan above the ground. A
"very speedy" feeling.
I stop the engine and gently touch
down, next to the Little Birch Wood.
1-8

Detail of 7
Original dedication by Pierre Mignet
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"First Flight"

Jeff completed his first flight in his HM-14 on Wed. May 23, 2001 at 8:15 p.m.
Dear POU RENEW:
I thought I would write to let you know that I successfully made my first initial maiden test flight of my HM-14
Flying Flea on Wednesday, May 23, 2001. With inclement
weather approaching (light rain and a 15 KT crosswind), I
managed to fly my Flea for a distance of around 1,000 feet
at around 5 or 6 feet altitude down the grass strip. I didn’t
want to push my limits due to the crosswind, so I decided
to bring it in for a landing. It all went well and was a complete success. After keeping full stick forward to build up
to rotation speed, the mains jumped off the ground and
the little machine immediately weathervaned into the
wind rather nicely. The next thing I knew, I was flying! I
am very surprised how stable the pitch authority was,
responsive but not too touchy. The directional stability
was very responsive due to a large rudder. Overall, I am
very pleased to finally get my Flying Flea in the air. I officially named her "Winnie the Pou", after the popular children’s book about a cuddly little bear. My Flea weighs
around 240 lbs. empty weight powered by a single cylinder air-cooled 22 HP 2SI engine coupled with a 2.5 to 1
belt reduction unit swinging a 60" propeller, 28∞ pitch. It
doesn’t take very long to get the tail off the ground. I
haven’t flown it around the patch, but hope to sometime
soon. The hardest part is finding a nice day and some
time off, because I am very busy at work at Cessna Aircraft
here in Wichita, Kansas. Ironically, I built the fuselage and
all of the wing spars and ribs in my two-bedroom apartment and the only way to get it out was to take all of it out
the living room window while my neighbors were all
scratching their heads, wondering what I was up to. With
four kids and a wife, it wasn’t easy!
It took me exactly three years to build my Pou, and the
biggest driving force to finally finish this airplane and to
actually get it in the air was the fact that the designer, Henri
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Mignet, our patron saint, was a true genius. I wanted to
dedicate my success story not only to Mr. Mignet, but also
to the memory of his beloved wife, who I am sure inspired
him as well. I truly do not have the words to describe how
I felt other than sheer elation when my Flea finally left the
bounds of earth and flew on her own power. I first started
flying back in 1977, and that first flight in my Flea gave me
the same sensation as when I first soloed back in 1979,
when I was only 16 years old. I have around 1,600 hours of
pilot time with private, instrument, commercial, flight
instructor, flight engineer (Boeing 727) and multi-engine
ratings. My flight in my Flea was truly the most exciting
flight I have had and the most enjoyable, knowing that I
built it with my own two hands. I have the C.G. around
25% and the dimensions of horizontal and vertical separation accordingly. I am using a modern airfoil (editor’s note:
which one?). I hope you like the photograph of my HM-14.
I hope to get this story in your next newsletter to let other
Pou lovers know what has transpired. Thank you so much
for putting my article and picture in your first issue. Who
knows, the wheels are already turning in my head, maybe a
turbine powered Flea? I am thinking about it.
Sincerely yours,
C. Jeff McCormick
2622 West Dallas St.
Wichita, KS 67217
(316) 946-9637

Web Site:
www.flyingflea.org
We would appreciate hearing from you. Tell us about
current projects, show us your photos, E-mail or write to us.
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By Rodolphe GRUNBERG

Editors note: This is Part Two of a
series which started in Issue No. 02.
Very interesting material. We hope
you enjoy it. Translated by Paul
PONTOIS. Edited by Chris FRANK.

During this time, I was also
working as a blacksmith. Sometimes, after my working day, I was
asked to install gazogènes (gas
producer stoves) on cars and
trucks. In exchange for my services
I was paid with warped secondgrade, water soluble plywood and
with outdated casein glue. With
these materials, I was going to,
after the war, build a HM-290. It
never flew, of course, and is now
crumbling into dust in our attic.
Too bad, as the craftsmanship was
excellent. Then came the German
occupation, and the surrender of
the old Marshall of France, senile
and ambitious. France was ravaged by civil war.
One morning, as I was about to
leave for work, a few gendarmes
(the French rural police) surrounded our little farm. Two of
them entered the house and
demanded that I pack my belongings and accompany them. The
villagers were stunned to see me
with such companions. I was
informed that I was to be sent to a
concentration camp.
Twenty miles down the road,
taking advantage of a stop in Villeneuve-sur-Lot, I took to my
heels. By a stroke of luck, they did
not shoot me. I waited for nightfall,
hidden by a kind café manageress.
Crossing fields, I went back to my
village. For nearly two years, I hid
myself in various places such as
haylofts, broom cupboards, and
wine cellars.
I joined the Maquis just before
D-day, on June 5th 1944. We were
living in the forest and participated in a few skirmishes and engage-

ments. We also had the task of
arresting some "collaborateurs"
(French that cooperated with the
Germans).
I was sometimes
scared, as we did not know how to
properly use our weapons. Our
leaders were totally incompetent
and did not inspire us with confidence.

est and which only produces wine?
It was really nightmarish, seeing
the corpses of friends with whom
we were joking a few hours before
and who were now laid in
grotesque postures, eyes and
mouth wide open, their brains
spilled in helmets still attached to
their neck by their chin straps.

After the Germans retreated,
most of us went back home, except
those who, like myself, had signed
an enlistment for the duration of
the war. As a regular army soldier, I
was assigned to a regiment which
was given the task of liquidating
"The Atlantic pocket", as was
called, the area around the "Pointe
de Graves" at the Northern end of
the Gironde Estuary, still occupied
by the German army.

When all this was over, we
detained the defeated soldiers in a
large enclosure. The prisoners
hadn’t too much to complain
about, as most of my fellow soldiers had a very proper attitude
towards them. The end of the war
brought me back home.

During an artillery barrage,
wounded soldiers started piling up
in the campaign infirmary. We
needed air support badly.
A
colonel was passing by and regardless of protocol, I asked him for
instructions. He ordered "You will
immediately install a telephone
contact with the base!" No sooner
said than done. There were big
bobbins of cable around. Unaware
of the danger, I hurried to unwind
them, laid them on the ground,
made the connections, and soon,
my ingenuity came to fruition and
contact was established. Shortly
thereafter, a couple of Douglas
bombers appeared, tried their
machine guns out over our lines,
then dove to quiet the opposing
artillery. That is how Private Grunberg, aged 19, earned the "military
cross".
Nevertheless, we had suffered
quite a number of fatalities, maybe
necessary, perhaps not, as the Germans’ situation was hopeless.
They could not retreat, and how
long could they have lasted in this
small area without strategic inter7

In 1946, I joined the S.N.C.A.S.E
(Société Nationale de Construction Aéronautique du Sud-Est, a
large national aircraft industry, the
old Dewoitine factory). I was dispatched to the airports around
Toulouse to put the finishing
touches on the four-engine airliner Bloch 161, named Languedoc,
after the country around Toulouse.
That would have been an ideal job
for a lazy guy, but not for someone
who wanted to improve himself
and have a real career. Not satisfied to constantly be at the beckon
call of the foreman, I resigned from
the job. That is the kind of guy I
was.
I went to Paris to attend a welding course. At the end of the
course, I applied for a job in the
Citroën factory, as an autoworker.
They asked for my résumé and I
did not comply with this request.
Now, with the passing of time, I
can better judge events and I
believe that the Michelin family,
which owned Citroën, wanted to
know the colours of their workers’
opinion. If I had accepted their
request, they would certainly have
hired me, as I was politically harmless.
Continued on page 8
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Memories Continued from page 7
In 1949, I left France for Switzerland, where I studied mechanics with the intention to become an
instructor. Geneva, at the time, was a paradise compared to France, which had difficulties recovering
from the war years. Geneva is located on the shore of
Léman lake. I remember what the Genevans used to
say: "Happy is whoever could come and live on this
shore. Happy is whoever had to leave it and came
back". We were a group of students originating from
various countries, a real tower of Babel. Having previously worked as a metal worker, matured by the
experience acquired in the maquis, the army, industry, and a disciplined and hard worker, I was different
from the other students. The teachers appreciated
my demeanour.
To be continued…
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Seaplane Ladder POU!!!

Hydropouchel seaplane ladder POU by Daniel DALBY.

Farewell, Eric

FLYING FLEA SEMINAR
Note the day change to FRIDAY!
EAA OSHKOSH
FRIDAY JULY 27, 2001 • 8:30 am
Under the forum tent by the
BARN/ultralight section of the show.
The late Eric DOMONT.
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