Her raven-black hair streaming behind her like a flag in the wind, Ophelia ran. Her bare feet slapped against the cold stone floor of the lonely palace corridor. Distantly, in the back of her mind, I’m not sure that makes sense there, it sounds good, but it makes it feel like the voices are in her head rather than real. she could hear voices calling for her, hurried footsteps over her ragged breathing. The fear of being caught, of being forced back behind walls, without light, without happiness, swelled inside her, egging her forward. 
Her raven-black hair streaming behind her like a flag in the wind, Ophelia ran. Her bare feet slapped against the cold stone floor of the lonely palace corridor. Distantly, she could hear voices calling for her, hurried footsteps over her ragged breathing. The fear of being caught, of being forced back behind walls, without light, without happiness, swelled inside her, egging her forward. 
She pumped her arms powerfully, leaping like a deer, Oh my. I see what your trying to do, but somehow the “powerfully” and “leaping like a deer” create an image of someone who is very strong rather than a fleeing girl. At least powerfully does. There’s something eles with leaping like a deer… I think it’s just because I’ve heard it too often.  willing herself to go faster and faster. The sounds of her pursuers slowly died away. Is she really that extraordinarily fast? I’ve already assumed that her pursuers are guards, and not likely to be unfit slouches. She’s just a girl, so it makes sense she’d have at least a little difficulty losing them. Although I must admit her getting away does help your piece it’s not logical. The air coming from the door ahead was so cool, so clean. She wished it would blow through her, into every orifice, cleansing and refreshing that which had been defiled . . .  That is a really good sentence, I’ve never even read Hamlet, and I can understand what she is talking about with that very subtle hint.

She pumped her arms willfully, I’m not sure “willfully” is the word you’re looking for either, although it is much better than “powerfully”. Also, it makes it so that you’ve reapeated the stem, “will” twice in the same sentence. leaping like a deer, willing herself to go faster and faster. The sounds of her pursuers slowly died away. Whether she left them behind or they gave up pursuit, she did not know. Nor did she care; the air coming from the double doors ahead was so cool, so clean. She wished it would blow through her, into every orifice, cleansing and refreshing that which had been defiled . . . You fixed that bit up so beautifully. Good job!
A sob caught in her throat as she neared the open double doors leading outside. You said “door” singular before, now it’s double doors? I had the impression of a servant’s gate, but that pretty much tore it apart. Which is it? And shouldn’t she be through the door by now if she could feel the breeze before? Her mind revisited the painful memories she had tried so hard to bury, suppress, forget. Dead! she thought for the thousandth time. Not sure what you were doing with the “she” uncapitalized, just mentioning it in case it was a mistake. Dead, gone; her brother lost, The brother hasn’t really been mentioned, and to someone who hasn’t read Hamlet, that part makes little sense. her lover fled. 

Her father dead. The new paragraph creates quite a good effect, but the rhyming makes it sound like poetry, which I don’t really like in this case.

A sob caught in her throat as she neared the open double doors leading outside. Her mind revisited the painful memories she had tried so hard to bury, suppress, forget. Dead! she thought for the thousandth time. Dead, gone; her brother lost, her lover fled. 

Her father dead.

She cried out, pressing the backs of her hands to her eyes even as she ran. That sounds like a ridiculously awkward position to be in while running. Just try it yourself. Maybe the palms of her hands? She hated herself. Not only had she not appreciated her father the way she should have, but because it was not solely for him that she ached. Again, the appreciation thing is lost on someone who hasn’t read Hamlet. Just in case you didn’t know. But I’m really enjoying the subtle hints about the lover.
She cried out, pressing the backs of her hands to her eyes even as she ran. She hated herself. Not only had she not appreciated her father the way she should have, but because it was not solely for him that she ached. 

My lord. The memory of the prince filled her mind, leaving her temporarily unaware of her surroundings. She had her hands over her eyes, of course she’s unaware of her surroundings! I’m surprised she hasn’t hit something yet! White-blond hair on a fair face with dark, serious eyes and a tender smile. Only he could know truly of her suffering.
 My lord. The memory of the prince filled her mind, leaving her temporarily unaware of her surroundings. White-blond hair on a fair face with dark, serious eyes and a tender smile. Only he could know truly of her suffering. 
And when she thought of his actions, the news that had reached her unwilling ears, somehow something makes me feel that hat little bit can be added in a better way, it sort of stops the reader short for a second.  that her father's body had been found with the prince's knife marks in his back . . .  Knife marks? I’d understand that they’d know they were his if he left the whole knife or something, but how can they tell from just the wounds?
Oh, Hamlet! Zero clue what the name dropping there was about. None. As I’ve found when you write about Shakespeare you have to take into some account those who have not read what you’re talking about, even  if it is not aimed at those people. My guess is that Hamlet is the lover from this… but from what little I know of the story that seems utterly wrong.
She thought of his actions, the news that had reached her unwilling ears, that her father's body had been found with the prince's knife in his back . . . 

Oh, Hamlet! 

Her naked foot “naked” even with the foot after it gives you an entirely different picture, as in whole nakedness. And I don’t even have a really sick mind. Suggest you find a different adjective. caught a rift in the ice-cold stone and she fell forward in the doorway. The dorr way of what? Don’t tell me she’s still at those double doors! Her chin smacked Smacked doesn’t sound right… it’s almost too harsh. But then again that’s what you’re trying for, I know, but it still doesn’t sound right. the marble tiles and she felt her knee crack. For a moment she lay there, still and pathetic, glad that she could still feel, but also wishing the pain - inside and out - would just go away. Still and pathetic send a really good picture. Nice! Finally, she lifted her head, gazing about like a lost child, the voices echoing in her mind again. So the voices were in her head earlier? She wasn’t being chased? Clarify. Maybe instead say “a new set of voices” instead.
Her naked foot caught a rift in the ice-cold stone and she fell forward, her chin smacking the marble tiles before the stairs you fixed the doorway, but now you’ve confused me in another matter, since when are their random stairs outside buildings? Do you mean the main steps? and she felt her knee crack. For a moment she lay there, still and pathetic, glad that she could still feel, but also wishing the pain - inside and out - would just go away. Finally, she lifted her head, gazing about like a lost child. 

A blast of chilly air caught her in the face, and in an instance, she had forgotten the pain in her knee. She had forgotten everything. She grinned. Huh, I’m not any good at grammar, but I sense a tense shift here. In your last paragraph you were using echoing and now you’re using grinned? I think you switched from present to past. How lovely, how delightful! Denmark was always beautiful in the spring; and as the last of the winter winds swept across her prostrate body, creeping under and around her thin white night dress, she felt her sorrow dissolve. Oh, you can tell she’s insane from just that bit. Good job!
A blast of chilly air caught her in the face, and in an instance, she had forgotten the pain in her knee. She had forgotten everything. She grinned. How lovely, how delightful! Denmark was always beautiful in the spring; and as the last of the winter winds swept across her prostrate body, creeping under and around her thin white night dress, she felt her sorrow dissolve. 

What a lovely day! The banks of snow were retreating, and little spring shoots were growing from the damp soil, peaking up from under the oppressing black of the earth. The sun was hidden behind a thick, silvery blanket of clouds, but the lack of a clear blue shy sky only intensified the spring colors around her. The rushing sound of the nearby spring caught her attention and held it. I’m not sure the “and held it” is needed. It just doesn’t sound right there.
What a lovely day! The banks of snow were retreating, and little spring shoots were growing from the damp soil, peaking up from under the oppressing black of the earth. The sun was hidden behind a thick, silvery blanket of clouds, but the lack of a clear blue sky only intensified the spring colors around her. The rushing sound of the nearby spring caught her attention and held it. 

It was a fairly large stream, ten or so feet wide, and a deep, enchanting blue, the color of the melted snow of the mountains. Would not melted snow be white? Not blue. And all around the bank grew flowers. Oh, lovely flowers! Nettles, crow flowers, and daisies, in full bloom, I feel like the word “they should be added here. brushed against her hips; their stems were so tall. She raced “raced” seems the wrong adjective, somehow. Flowers are pretty, and she’s insane but I see no reason why she should run in full tilt towards them. And that’s also hard to do while limping. to examine them, limping slightly from the pain in her knee. But she was elated, and the pain was nothing. Now, how did that happen again? Oh that’s good!
It was a fairly large stream, ten or so feet wide, and a deep, enchanting blue, the color of the melted snow of the mountains. And all around the bank grew flowers. Oh, lovely flowers! Nettles, crow flowers, and daisies, in full bloom. They brushed against her hips; their stems were so tall. She raced to examine them, limping slightly from the pain in her knee. But she was elated, and the pain was nothing. Now, how did that happen again? 

Upon the damp, cool ground she sat, I’m not sure what, but something is tugging at me as wrong in this first bit. Sorry I can’t help you more. and pulled the flowers from the earth with her soft hands. She sang a wilting Wilting? Isn’t what flowers do when they die? Do you mean “lilting”? melody as she wove them into a crown for herself, a crown of nature’s diamonds and emeralds. Pick a jewel other than emeralds. I admit the stems are pretty, but it is the color of the flower that is noticed, and that seems awkward. When she was satisfied with her work, she placed the wreath gently on her own black curls. 

Upon the damp, cool ground she sat, and pulled the flowers from the earth with her soft hands. She sang a sad, wilting melody as she wove them into a crown for herself, a crown of nature’s diamonds and emeralds. When she was satisfied with her work, she placed the wreath gently on her own black curls. 

I am queen, she thought, queen of this place. I am free. I am your queen, my dear, if you will have me. But no one heard, and he did not answer. Of course no one heard, it was in her head! She stuffed the thought away and let it be carried away by the wind. “Away” was used twice in close proximity. Change that somehow. Perhaps one day he would find it . . . I feel like she’s talking about the crown here, even though I know she is not. It’s a bit confusing.
"I am queen," she whispered, "queen of this place. I am free. I am your queen, my dear, if you will have me." But no one heard, and he did not answer. She stuffed the thought away and let it be carried away by the wind. Perhaps one day he would find it . . . 

Ophelia gazed around her, still singing absentmindedly her sad tune. Oh! So the tune was meant to be sad! All the same, I think wilting is definitely the wrong adjective to describe it. Maybe “melancholy”. She stood, letting her feet take her where they would, sinking into the muddy ground, and walked through the weeds, “Sinking” then “walked”. Tense shift. barely noticing the sting of the nettles, till she came to the base of a tall, regal willow. 

Ophelia gazed around her, still singing absentmindedly her sad tune. She stood, letting her feet take her where they would, sinking into the muddy ground, and trudged much better adjective here! through the weeds, barely noticing the sting of the nettles, till she came to the base of a tall, regal willow. 

It was then that she began to cry, as she looked at the tree, its sad branches drooping morosely down to kiss the brook. Beautiful imagery. She cried as she watched the willow cry, and without thinking, she began to climb it. Seems a bit odd, and the without thinking doesn’t quite justify the oddness. She leaned out on a branch that hung over the glassy stream, peering curiously at her own reflection. You mention it’s her reflection here, but then talk about it later as if she doesn’t know that. It would be better if you just left this part out and let us figure it out on our own.
It was then that she began to cry, as she looked at the tree, its sad branches drooping morosely down to kiss the brook. She cried as she watched the willow cry, and without thinking, she began to climb it. She leaned out on a branch that hung over the glassy stream, peering curiously at a wonderful sight. 

A beautiful girl gazed back at her, her black hair tucked behind her ears with the help of a lovely circlet of blossoms. The fair skin of her face, clear and pristine, glistened with tears. The girl reached out, her fingers spread imploringly, to reach something out of Ophelia's sight. 

A beautiful girl gazed back at her, her black hair tucked behind her ears with the help of a lovely circlet of blossoms. The fair skin of her face, clear and pristine, glistened with tears. The girl reached out, her fingers spread imploringly, to reach something out of Ophelia's sight. 

A cracking sound rent the peaceful air, and down Ophelia fell. She hit the water and her breath left her temporarily. I don’t know why, but that sentence seems choppy or wrong somehow. I keep coming back to the word “temporarily”. She did not understand what had happened, but she did not mind being wet. She wanted to find that pretty girl, to talk to her and to ask her why she wept. That is a beautiful bit of writing that last sentence.
A cracking sound rent the peaceful air, and down Ophelia fell. She hit the water and her breath left her body temporarily. Body went a way to fixing this… but there’s still something off. She did not understand what had happened, but she did not mind being wet. She wanted to find that pretty girl, to talk to her and to ask her why she wept. 

Ophelia giggled to herself as the glacial water of the brook tickled her body as she floated downstream. Incapable Incapable is definitely not the right word here. The right one is another on that starts with “In” it’s on the tip of my tongue, but I just can’t grasp it. of her own distress, she continued singing, unaware of how water-logged her dress and her hair were becoming. So wet, so heavy. The stream was about 10 feet across right? 3 meters? That hardly seems deep enough that she should be in distress.
Ophelia giggled to herself as the glacial water of the brook tickled her body as she floated downstream. Incapable of her own distress, she continued singing, unaware of how water-logged her dress and her hair were becoming. So wet, so heavy. 

A numb, indifferent sensation gradually came over her, and she was grateful to not feel anything. She felt nothing, nothing at all, nothing but the gentle pull of the water. She closed her eyes, suddenly sleepy. You used feel and felt right after each other. Not only is that a tense switch, but it is also repetitive.
A numb, indifferent sensation gradually came over her, and she was grateful to not feel anything. She felt nothing, nothing at all, nothing but the gentle pull of the water. She closed her eyes, suddenly sleepy.

"Oh, my dear," she whispered to someone too far away to hear her last words. I feel like that would have so much more effect if you took out the word “last”. We’re smart enough to figure it out. "My dear, I never did stop. I forgive you. And I will love you till the stars fail to shine. I will . . ." 

"Oh, my dear," she whispered to someone too far away to hear her last words. "My dear, I never did stop. I forgive you. And I will love you till the stars fail to shine. I will . . ." 

Her words fell away, unheard, unrequited, and her dress dragged her down. Quietly, the fair Ophelia sank into a dark, cold place of thoughtlessness without fear at all. The first bit of that ending is good, but the last sentence leaves you unsatisfied somehow. Not sure why.
Her words fell away, unheard, unrequited, and her dress dragged her down. Quietly, the fair Ophelia sank into a dark, cold place of thoughtlessness without fear at all. 

