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Nate Peltier served with the 82nd Airborne Division from 2002 to 2006 as an Army cook and paratrooper. 

Born and raised in Muskegon, Michigan, he learned the craft of food from his father, a chef, and the discipline of 

leadership from his grandfather, a World War II Colonel. 

Now based in Kansas City, Missouri, Nate continues to advocate for veteran mental health and post-service purpose through the Veteran Lifeline App. 

Contact: nathan.peltier1983@gmail.com 
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Author’s Note 
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I didn’t set out to become a soldier or a cook in a war zone — I was born into both worlds. 

My father was a chef, the kind of man who could turn a handful of ingredients into a memory. My grandfather was a soldier in World War II and a retired Colonel, a leader who carried discipline in his bones and stories in his silence. Between the two of them, I learned early that food and service were the same thing — one fed the body, the other fed the soul. 

When I joined the Army, I thought I’d just be flipping eggs and peeling potatoes. Instead, the 82nd Airborne Division taught me what it meant to lead under fire, laugh through fear, and keep moving no matter what burned around me. The kitchen became my battlefield; the spatula was my weapon. 

This book isn’t just about food. It’s about the people who shared it — the ones who kept me sane, kept me humble, 

and reminded me that even in war, there’s always room for flavor.    
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Dedication 
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This book is dedicated to every soldier who ever found humor in hardship, and to those who cooked, fought, and 

laughed their way through hell — because someone had to feed the fight. 
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Chapter One: Eighteen and Bulletproof 
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I was eighteen, cocky as hell, fresh out of high school, and thought I had life figured out. I’d just enrolled at the local community college in Muskegon, Michigan. My plan? Blow my book stipend on Columbia House — ten CDs for a buck, no intention of ever paying — and spend the rest on beer for the weekend at Out of Bounds Night Club. 

It was the early 2000s, everyone from every local high school crammed together, and I figured college would be one long party. It lasted about three weeks before I realized I needed to get the hell out of town before I turned into everyone else who said they were “going to leave someday.” 

One of my best childhood friends, the kid who lived across the street, told me he was talking to an Army recruiter. That planted the seed. I called up my high school best friend, and within a week we had a plan: join the Buddy Program, ship out together, go through Basic, AIT, 

Airborne School, and get stationed at Fort Bragg — home of the 82nd Airborne Division. 

I thought joining the Army would be like the commercials — slow-motion jumps, brotherhood, thunderous music. They never showed the part where you’re elbow-deep in scrambled eggs that came out of a box labeled “Dehydrated — Do Not Inhale, Unless You Want Your Lungs Destroyed Like walking into a cloud of Mustard Gas.” 

By the time my high school friends were faking IDs to get into bars, I was wheels-up from Fort Bragg, headed overseas. I’d soon be standing on a tarmac in Kuwait City in March of 2003, sweating through my uniform and trying not to melt. The desert heat didn’t just sit on you — it crawled inside your bones. And I was about to help feed a few thousand paratroopers and support units who were unknowingly weeks away from jumping into Iraq for the initial invasion. 

Not exactly the cooking job my dad had in mind when he taught me how to make marinara sauce at Sorrento’s Restaurant back in Muskegon. He’d slide a pizza pan across the counter sauced up with fresh tomato sauce and say, “Son, cooking is patience — don’t rush the flavor.” Patience wasn’t exactly the Army’s strong suit. 

The first time I opened a military field recipe book — TM 10-412, Army Recipes — it felt more like assembling ammunition than food. Everything came in bulk: 50-pound bags of flour, industrial tubs of peanut butter, and instructions like “yields 100 portions.” The Army didn’t cook; it mass-produced morale. Mind-fucks in bulk. 

March 23rd, 2003, the night before my birthday, there was a chill in the air, and it was time to hit the cot in the tent we had built from the ground up. My comrades — a bunch of lovable assholes — thought it’d be funny to fill my entire sleeping bag with baby powder and then douse me with water the moment I climbed in. “Happy birthday, Peltier!” they yelled, like a powder-covered baptism into manhood. 

My birthday, the 24th of March, that morning in Kuwait, we were up before dawn. The sky had that ghostly blue tint that only appears right before the sun decides to fry the horizon. The chow tent smelled like burnt coffee, helicopter smoke, and men who hadn’t seen a shower in days. 

“Hey, Peltier,” one of the sergeants barked, “you better make those eggs taste like Waffle House or I’m going to request KFC — Kuwait Fried Camel.” 

“Roger that, Sergeant,” I said, trying to sound confident while stirring what looked like yellow cement. The secret? A little salt, a touch of pepper, and a prayer that nobody noticed. Because Lord knows if you don't annotate on your recipe card that you put a little bit of love in your food, you were going to get the shit smoked out of you. 

We didn’t have real pans — just massive steel griddles that hissed like snakes when the powdered eggs hit them. The 82nd Airborne was preparing for war, and here I was making breakfast for heroes. It felt strange — too normal for what was coming. One guy walked by, M4 slung over his shoulder, grabbed a tray, and said, “You know, Peltier, you’re the real MVP. If the eggs are good, we’ll fight harder.” He grinned, and I realized food was more than food — it was sanity. 

I don't think anyone really knew what was getting ready to unfold. We were in Kuwait for training — for the what if, the just in case, right? My Father's Dad had spent a lifetime and was a full bird colonel in the Army. He used to tell me stories about leadership, discipline, and honor. But I don’t think he ever told me how to make five hundred servings of eggs in a tent during a sandstorm. The heat coming off the ovens chafing your nuts and singing your eyebrows. 

My mother’s father — my Opa — was a tailor from the old Yugoslavia, captured in World War II and held as a prisoner of war for years before escaping. He came to America with needle scars on his hands and silence in his eyes. He passed in 1978, long before I was born, but his story was the thread that ran through my family. My mother came to the U.S. as a baby, sponsored by a church that believed in second chances. Maybe that’s why I joined the Army — the idea that service could stitch broken things back together. 

I grew up in a blended household, a puzzle with too many missing pieces — six older sisters and me, the baby boy. Two were step-sisters from the man my mom married when I was five. 

To this day, I swear he was sent straight from Hitler’s leftovers. 

That morning in Kuwait, we were on Failaka Island doing mount training. I stood there flipping eggs with a metal spatula, surrounded by soldiers laughing about home, women, and beer they couldn’t have. The radio crackled. The war was about to start. And I remember thinking — this is it. This is where the boy from Muskegon becomes a man. 

It wasn’t the mortars, or the RPGs cutting the sky open, that changed me. It was the laughter over Rip-Its, the friendships forged between bites of powdered eggs, and the realization that even in hell, you can still feed hope. 

FIELD RECIPE 001 — SCRAMBLED EGGS, DEHYDRATED (FIELD VERSION) 

Source: TM 10-412 

Yield: 100 portions (or one squad of very hungry paratroopers) Ingredients: 


-  5 lbs dehydrated egg mix 

-  4 gallons water 

-  2 lbs butter or oil substitute 

-  Salt and pepper to taste 

-  Optional: Tabasco bottle saved from an MRE, courage, and a sense of humor.  Directions: 




	Reconstitute egg mix with water until smooth. 

	Heat griddle to “sizzling.” Add oil. 

	Pour eggs and stir constantly with a long-handled spoon to prevent scorching. (Because everyone in the military has eaten scorched eggs.) 

	Serve hot. (Add jokes liberally to taste.) 



Sergeant P’s Note: If it’s edible, I made it. If it tastes like shit, someone else made it. 
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Chapter Two: Cooking Under Fire 
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Every soldier remembers their first firefight. I remember mine — standing behind a griddle flipping steaks while mortars screamed overhead, dust in my teeth, and a tray of MRE corned beef hash threatening to explode in my hands. Welcome to the Flying Spoon Platoon. 
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