Common misperceptions are caused by the limitations and reality-filtering properties of your brain, which in effect allows you to be someone individual, somewhere specific, and get something done. You sense your body as solid, though you intellectually admit that it is in reality mostly fluid, held in trillions of gelatinous cells, all made of molecules, themselves clever arrangements of atoms which are primarily empty space encapsulated by energy clouds so ephemeral and transient that brilliant nuclear physicists can only say they have a tendency to exist! 

Even when the rational scientific intellect proves beyond a shadow of a doubt that ours is a body of light, we still feel like meat and bones, so persuasive is the testimony of the lying senses. 
Then too, I instinctively "know" I am someone specific, definable as distinct from all other instances of sentient awareness there are, or ever were or will exist. Indeed, the most fundamental assumption and basis for all my other beliefs is the unquestionable "fact" of my own individuality. So persuasive is this presumption of the primacy of my identity, that I actually (if secretly) experience myself as the center of the universe. 
What is the meaning of these perceptual hoaxes? Why do we persist in acting as if we are so special; that our beliefs are the most valuable; that our world is more consequential than all others? Could it be that we fear that the only alternative is to forever feel stupid and small in the face of the infinite? 

Where does one turn between solipsism ("I'm IT") and the awful realization of our fleeting insignificance in a vast impersonal cosmos (“I’m nobody”)? How can we find a satisfactory Truth behind the mistakes and mysteries of our lives? The answer is closer than you think.. 

