| eftover
Lessons

A curated archive detailing how I learned to
find a home here in Boston — told through
my Beli app reviews of nine different
restaurants, the meals and memories they
gave me, the photos I've attached to them,
the ratings | gave them, and the lingering
tastes I’'ve been left with along the way.




El Jefe’s

269 Huntington Ave, Boston
<> Countless Visits

Good for:
Finding comfort when
everything’s new.

Home starts with the familiar.

After arriving to Northeastern, the first place | went without my parents was the El
Jefe’s on Huntington. | dined with my freshman year roommate the night before the
first day of classes, ordering a burrito bowl with the same things | would normally
get at Chipotle. I’ve always felt that food helps you find comfort when everything’s
new, and Jefe’s, emulating a spot that | knew and loved (Chipotle), felt like a good
place to start. While eating, we talked about our classes, high school, and all the
things we were worried about for the semester. At the time, | gave it an excited-new-
college-student rating of 8.7. It’s slipped down the rankings since, but | still find
myself back at Jefe’s late at night, when ratings don’t matter but comforting food
does. My old roommate and | still check in every now and then. And I’'ve definitely
found better Mexican food since — but Jefe’s is still where it all started, and for that,
| am greatful to it.



Thornton’s

150 Huntington Ave, Boston
% 40 visits

Good for:
Diner nostalgia and
feeling known — but

definitely bounce
around the vast
menu provided!

Your real home might be somewhere you haven’t been yet.

| always wanted to be known at a restaurant or a cafe. The idea of an employee knowing my order
from face alone felt mature, like | had my life together enough to know what | wanted every single
time. At Thornton’s, | found that experience, as the employees knew me and my order by heart.
For an embarrassingly long stretch, | got the exact same brunch every Sunday morning with a few
friends — “Alex’s Crazy Two’s" with blueberry pancakes, coming with a little bit of all the best
parts of a classic breakfast meal: two eggs, two pieces of bacon, sausage, and bread and a side of
two pancakes. My order and Thorntons itself felt comfortable, it was close to campus and
predictable in the best way. Since then, I’ve started branching out for brunch — trying new spots
iIn Cambridge and generally exploring a little farther from Huntington Ave. While | once wanted to
be known in a restaurant, living in city challenges the appeal of that idea, as there are so many
foods to try and places to know — How am | supposed to know what | like most without, at least,
trying a bite of every option? However, every now and then, | do find myself back at Thornton’s
craving the classic diner setting. But, now | try to challenge myself to get something new
everytime. HOT TIP: The Menemen (Turkish Style Shakshuka) is delicious.




783 Tremont St , Boston
4 visits

Good for:
Realizing that being a
Boston adult takes more
than ordering mezze —
you should love where
you eat and feel like it’s
worth it on your actual
budget.

You can’t find home without being honest to yourself about who
you're becoming — not who you're pretending to be

llona had me slowly begin moving beyond the Northeastern bubble of restaurants. Even
though it’s technically still right on the border between Back Bay and the South End, this
Mediterranean spot felt like a mature step up from the places freshman-year me used to
go. It’s a “co-op-money” spot, acting as a special occasion restaurant for when | wanted to
feel older than | was. When my parents visited during my sophomore year, | walked them
along the outer edges of Northeastern’s campus and brought them here for a meal. It was
close enough to show where | was starting to find my footing in Boston, letting me quietly
prove | didn’t need Google Maps to get there. But, pretending to be an adult and actually
being one are two very different things. This city is expensive, and returning to llona just to
feel adult for a moment isn’t something | could realistically sustain. Boston has a way of
forcing the honest version of yourself to the surface, and the honest truth is that Ilona just
Isn’t for this version of me—not yet. I’'m set on finding places that fit naturally into my day-
to-day life and budget, because you can’t feel at home in a city when you’re pretending
your way through it.



Fuchun Ju

55 Beach St, Chinatown
— 11 visits

Good for:
Widening your
world.

Let new people and flavors expand the version of home
you once knew

After | started dating my boyfriend, his family opened my world to an entirely new
range of foods and traditions. Growing up, my experience with Chinese food was
honestly pretty limited, usually just the local spots in my hometown. But here in

Boston, | am now lucky to say that Chinatown has become one of my favorite
neighborhoods. Now, soup dumplings have become a comfort food, and I’'ve come a
long way from my first (slightly overwhelmed) encounter with Peking duck. Eating
here reminds me of learning his family’s routines, celebrating their favorites, and
being welcomed into something bigger than my own background. Places like Fuchun
Ju—with shared plates, familiar faces, and dishes you end up loving because
someone pushed you out of your comfort zone—capture one of my favorite parts of
growing up: stepping into someone else’s world. Boston is full of these small
pockets of community, and building a life here also demands embracing what’s
unfamiliar and letting it expand what you understand about the world.



BarC’ino

1032 Beacon St, Brookline
6 Visits

Good for:

Celebrating great

company and a spot
that feels right.

Do what you love with who you love — home follows.

| went to Bar ‘Cino in Brookline on my 21st birthday — surrounded by friends who
love me and were more than willing to buy me a new drink every hour. The
atmosphere is alive, buzzing with chatty diners and forks reaching across shared
plates. | remember it was one of the first moments where Boston felt like the place
where my favorite people were, despite missing my friends from home. | wanted to
celebrate in Brookline, because, before dinner, | spent the afternoon wandering
through the neighborhood, stopping at the small book and trinket shops I’ve grown
attached to over the few years I’ve been here. Afterward, my friends surprised me
with tickets to a movie at the Coolidge Corner Theatre, knowing how much my love
for going to the movies has grown during my time in Boston — even with it’s
outrageously expensive tickets. I’'ve realized that seeking out and finding who you
love and what you love to do this city is the best thing you can do for yourself — and
the only real way to figure out where you belong in Boston.



McGonagle’s Pub

367 Neponset Ave, Dorchester
1 Visit

Good for:

Getting your own
serving of Boston.

You can’t truly inherit the feeling of being home. As you get
older, you have make your own.

My great-grandfather was the Deputy Superintendent of the Boston Police
Department during the era of Whitey Bulger and other infamous criminals of the
time. He called Savin Hill “Stabbin’ Hill,” and he probably would’ve had a heart
attack if he knew I willingly went into Dorchester alone to meet friends for dinner.
But part of living in a city is learning to explore it for yourself, beyond the stories
your family hands down . So, when McGonagle’s Pub showed up on the New York
Times list of top new restaurants, | knew | had to give it a try. As my Beli followers
already know well, dinner plans are my excuse to walk through a new neighborhood,
and Dorchester felt very different from the areas of Boston | already knew . Here,
the Irish dishes felt familiar but better — an elevated version of some of the dishes
my family has been making for years. Much like Shepherd’s Pie recipes, everyone
has a different version of Boston. Now, I'm savoring the experience of finally tasting
mv owhnh wav throush.



Boston Halal

961 Commonwealth Ave, Boston
= 1 Visit
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Finding home takes effort — you have to actually show up.
Belonging won't arrive on your doorstep.

Not every restaurant is a winner — but this rating might actually be my fault. After
a long day of traveling back from Connecticut, | wanted nothing more than some
comforting food. But my mom always says nothing is worth doing without putting
In 100% effort, and for Boston Halal, | definitely didn’t put in the effort. | ordered
it on DoorDash because it was one of the only places still open at the time, and |
learned very quickly that Halal food does not travel well. For a minute, | thought |
hated Halal food. | wrote it off as a lesson learned and a new cuisine to avoid. But,
it turns out part of figuring out Boston is learning which foods you should really
leave your apartment for. Expecting a hot and delicious dinner when it’s been
trapped in a delivery bag for almost an hour was on me. Some foods only make
sense fresh, shared, and in the place where they’re meant to be eaten.



Bab a Yemen

468 Commonwealth Ave, Boston

4 Visits

Good for:

Second chance
reminders

Home takes openness — let yourself be proven wrong!

So, my journey to Bab Al-Yemen began as an apology. | had written off Boston
Halal — and honestly, Halal food as a whole — after my experience
DoorDashing it at 3am. But some friends hyped this place up too much for me

to say no. And
sometimes serves
quiet it and actua

rich, and flavorful — nothing i
myself | hated. It seems like you miss a lot when you take s
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incredibly warm,
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nortcuts and I’'ve

realized that the sheer volume of of restaurants and options in the city of

Boston, and in life, means that you have to be open enough to try things
again, even when your first impression wasn’t great. That is how you truly let

new experiences actually have space to become something meaningful.



Billy’s Sub Shop

57 Berkeley St, Boston

3 visits, more to come

by
S

Good for:
A no-frills sub that
slowly earns your
trust.

Home is something that cooks slowly — ﬁood food just
helps bring the flavors out.

I’m still on the hunt for the perfect deli in Boston. A mix of nostalgia and loyalty to
my hometown spot makes me pretty critical, as nothing quite matches the sandwich
| grew up with or the memories attached to it. But Billy’s has really started to grow
on me. | stop here after my runs, when | feel like | deserve a really good sandwich.
Now that I’'m moving to the South End after graduation to start my full-time role
next fall, it feels like the right moment to find my new go-to place and Billy’s is my
number one candidate. I’'ve always felt that food can help you find home, a place
where you truly belong. By shaping the routines you build, grounding you in familiar
comfort, turning new-flavor-risks into pleasant surprises, and anchoring the tables
where you connect with people you love, food becomes the centerpiece of learning
who you are and building a home in your own. Boston’s home now, so it’s on me to
keep finding the spots that make it feel that way.



