The Prophet’s prayer of Lament (from Jeremiah 20)

O Lord, You have captured me and I am captured

You have overcome my flesh and prevailed
But I have become a laughingstock, and those who should understand only mock me
Each time I speak; as I cry out, I proclaim warnings of judgment while they say, “Peace, peace”

Because for me proclaiming Your word has resulted in constant reproach and derision
But if I say, "I will not remember You or speak anymore in Your name," 

Then in my heart it becomes like a burning fire shut up in my bones

I grow weary of holding it in, and I cannot endure it

I have heard the whispering of my detractors: "We’re tired of his message of judgment

Denounce him; yes, let us denounce him” 
All my brethren, watching for my fall, say: "Perhaps he will be deceived

so that we may prevail against him and prove him a liar and a charlatan 
But You, O Lord, are with me like a dread champion; a fearsome defender
Therefore my persecutors will stumble and not prevail

They will be utterly ashamed because they have failed

and bear an everlasting disgrace that will not be forgotten

Yet, O Lord of hosts: You Who tests the righteous; Who sees the mind and the heart

let me see Your vengeance upon the evil one that blinds them, for to You I have set forth my cause O my soul, sing to the Lord; yes, praise the Lord!
He has delivered the soul of the needy one from the hand of evildoers
He will also deliver me from the hands of hirelings
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