Lord Iccar Thanurel’s Origins and the Founding of Umbraza

As told by Richard Uitto

Four hundred years ago the Shadow Kingdom did not exist. The area was originally home to isolated city-states ruled by petty kings. The kings were not native to the area, but were nobles who had been granted rulership by the Light Kingdom, who claimed the lands as their own. 

As time progressed, the Light Kingdom paid less and less attention to these distant self proclaimed kings. These ‘kings’ squabbled among themselves, often warring with each other for control of land or to repay some wrong done to their ancestors many generations ago. They cared little for the people, who were suffering from lack of food and unemployment. Taxes were strict and very little of it was ever put back into the community. 

It was during this time that Iccar Thanurel was born to a poor family. Unable to feed themselves properly, they were forced to give up their son to the Church of Light. Having a talent for language and writing, Iccar was put to work as a scribe copying holy texts. During his spare time, he read the books in the library and learned several ancient languages. 

The Church was not the gentle institution it pretended to be. It received a large share of the taxation profits from the ‘kings’ in return for keeping the common folk satisfied with their lot in life. The church promised rewards in the afterlife to those who lived quiet, sheltered lives. Women were horribly oppressed, unable to speak to men in public, own property, or earn money. Iccar knew that things hadn’t always been like this, for in the ancient texts that he often translated women were portrayed as equal to men – in fact they were revered for their ability to create life. Somehow the church, under the corrupt influence of the ‘kings’, had twisted those teachings. 

Iccar wisely kept his discontent to himself, for he knew what happened to those who spoke out against the church. Instead, he continued to read about how things once were. One thing that stood out was the significant gap in the historical records that occurred 850 years ago. There was a 300 year period of history that the books essentially described as: ‘nothing significant happened’.  His superiors could not answer his questions because they themselves did not know that the books were wrong. 

During his 17th year Iccar’s hometown was attacked by a neighbouring city-state. Iccar became a soldier and fought bravely, but was eventually captured while defending the church. He and the other prisoners were sent to a distant land to labour in desert mines. Iccar managed to escape the mines shortly after arriving, but found himself wandering in a brutal desert without food or water. 

On the brink of dehydration and starvation, he stumbled across a small black obelisk that had recently been uncovered by a sandstorm. Exploring it, he found that it contained a doorway that led deep underground. Finding pools of clean water, he eagerly drank and ate the snakes that had gathered in the area. 

The underground chambers were ancient and obviously man-made. Designs and inscriptions of a foreign nature lined the walls of the rooms. He recognized the language as one of the forgotten tongues he had learned in the church. The tongue had been dead for several centuries, but Iccar had mastered it anyway due to his love of languages. While searching his new surroundings he discovered a vast circular chamber. Magical power radiated from it and he could feel it as soon as he entered the room. Books lined the walls – thousands of them. This had obviously been an ancient library of some kind that had been swallowed up by the desert – but who had built it? 

Surviving on snakes and other desert creatures, Iccar spent the next three years uncovering the secrets that lay within the books. The books had been written by the people of an empire called Umbraza. The Umbrazim had been destroyed approximately 1,000 years ago by the Light Kingdom during its former glory – before its gradual decline. The powerful masters of the time had used their influence to erase all knowledge of this civilization from history. Their cities were reduced to dust, their people slaughtered, and their knowledge destroyed.  Somehow, however, this building had gone unnoticed by the ancient masters, and now Iccar was greedily devouring the collected knowledge of an entire dead civilization. 

The Umbrazim had been led by a powerful leader whom they called the Shadow Lord. He was their absolute ruler and saw to it that his kingdom prospered. Politicians did not bicker and argue fine points of obscure laws while their people starved. If there was a problem it was dealt with quickly and efficiently, then life returned to normal. 

The Umbrazim practiced a type of magic known as Shadow, and it was directly opposed to the magic of the Light Kingdom. Iccar learned of the five greater life spirits – Time, Fate, Life, Death, and Nature. He discovered that the Shadow Lord had the favour of Death, while the rulers of the Light Kingdom consorted with Time. This, then, was how they had managed to erase the civilization from human knowledge so completely. 

Other, more mundane books were present as well. They described the civilization’s industry, economy, and medicine. They knew how to work iron into steel, and steel into a metal known as darksteel. They constructed great roads for their armies to march upon quickly and to allow safe trade between their cities. Books on agriculture were present as well, and Iccar learned methods of growing and harvesting food that were far superior to the tiny farms from his homeland. 

All of it made such sense – and it was so simple! If the bickering ‘kings’ of his homeland had managed to think about it at all, so much of the things he read could be done within a few short years. They could improve the quality of people’s lives drastically. This was the knowledge that the Light Kingdom had destroyed in their crusade against the ‘shadow taint’ a thousand years ago. 

As the months progressed, Iccar taught himself the ways of Shadow magic from the arcane texts. It was slow work, but he found that he had an affinity for it and it came easily to him once he understood the underlying formulae. After three years of living in isolation, he felt he was ready to return to his homeland. He now had the knowledge and the drive to change things – all he needed was the support of the people.  

His journey back was long and hard, but after three months he finally stood at the border of his hometown (cities did not have walls at that time, the citizens would take shelter in the castle overlooking the town if an invading army attacked). He found the town to be much like it used to be, but with a different ruler. Things were just as harsh as when he had been sent away. 

Iccar had been planning this day for many months, but he was still unsure if he would be able to convince the people to rally to his side. He knew that he could build this town into a prosperous city – he had the knowledge, but he could not do it alone. Travelling in secret, he visited each farmer and handed them a bag of seeds. There was nothing magical about them – they were merely bred to grow quickly and in almost any soil. The seeds had not spoiled, as they had been stored in a very dry area underground where Iccar had studied. 

The wheat grew rapidly. The farmers could hardly believe their eyes when, less than a month later, their fields were full and ready to harvest! Each of them knew who they had to thank for their good fortune, and Iccar was welcomed into many homes.  Of course, the ‘king’ soon learned of this bounty of food and sent his soldiers to collect his share (which was almost all of it).  This was occurring exactly as Iccar had planned.

The peasants were outraged at being left almost starving again, and Iccar fanned the flames of their hatred for the king. He hardly had to encourage them to take up arms and storm the castle on that fateful day. 

This was not the first time peasants had revolted, of course. The king’s men were used to it and merely shut the castle gates. They believed they would merely have to shoot a few men as an example and the rest would go back home. They were quite wrong. 

Iccar himself led the charge, and the bowmen singled him out as their main target. Dozens of arrows sped towards Iccar – and promptly dissolved into shadow. The arrows passed right through Iccar and the men behind him, for they had been rendered insubstantial by Iccar’s magic.  Bolstered by this display of power by their leader, the peasant army of a few hundred farmers stormed the castle gates. They would batter it down with their bare hands, if need be.  That proved unnecessary, however, as Iccar had planned for this as well. 

He had studied the art of warfare, and he knew how to bypass this simple problem. There was a large wooden beam on the inside of the gate that prevented it from opening. Iccar simply transmuted the wooden beam into insubstantial shadow and the doors swung open when he pushed on them. 

So overconfident was the king that he had not even stationed any soldiers in the courtyard. After all, the peasants did not even have a ram – how could they get past the gate? The archers on the walls were slaughtered by the angry peasants who had been bullied by the king’s soldiers for far too long.  Iccar entered the throne room and defeated the king’s guards with blasts of eldritch energies that had not been seen by humanity for almost a thousand years.  Iccar dragged the self-proclaimed king into the town square and executed him with the king’s own sword in front of the entire town. 

The food in the king’s storehouses was immediately distributed to the people. Those soldiers who weren’t killed by angry peasants disappeared into the wilderness and were never seen again. Iccar was appointed as the town’s new ruler by the grateful people. 

Iccar immediately set to work educating the farmers on new growing techniques. One of his first decrees was that women should be treated as equals, and to fortify that he gave scores of men and women the job of building a great wall around the town.  He taught the smiths the secret of forging iron into steel.  Within months nobody was hungry and anyone who could work had a job to perform. The greatest change of all to the people, however, was that they got to keep what they made. Iccar took only what he needed from the peasants, who gladly gave it to him. It was a small fraction of what the former ‘king’ had taken. 

During this time, Iccar fostered the peoples’ resentment towards the other ‘kings’ of the countryside. Were they not foreigners? What right did they have to rule over us? Iccar outlawed the Church of Light and revealed it as nothing but a tool of the kings when he uncovered the vaults full of gold, jewels, and food.  The citizens themselves killed the bishop – Iccar didn’t even have to do anything. Iccar kept the important books that he wanted, but all religious texts were publicly burned. 

The town was renamed Gare’nn – a word in the ancient tongue that meant ‘prosperous’.

Iccar took several young men who were gifted in storytelling and trained them. They were instrumental in the next phase of his plan. These men were to travel to neighbouring city-states in secret and spread word of Gare’nn’s prosperity, and more importantly, how it happened.  Within a short period, news of Gare’nn spread throughout the countryside. Finally, the people had a glimmer of hope – the first sparks of a grand revolution had been lit. 

Now that his people were comfortable, Iccar could direct their attention outward. He held large celebrations in his courtyard and spoke to the people. He spoke of their people, and how in ancient times they had been strong. He spoke of their cousins and other relatives, their own people, still living in virtual slavery and starving under the iron rule of false kings. He continually reminded them that the Chuch of Light was no more than a tool of these false kings to keep the citizens from realizing the truth: they were all slaves. 

Iccar was a very charismatic man and the people were easily convinced to ‘liberate’ their fellow people from the nearby cities. Smiths started producing swords and armour. There was enough surplus food that most of the farmers no longer needed to tend their fields. They were free to become soldiers without worrying about their families starving.  Iccar trained these new soldiers and outfitted them with the finest steel. Large wooden tower shields were created for men to hide behind so that they could survive a hail of arrows. 

One factor that contributed tremendously to Iccar’s eventual victory was his liberal view on soldiers: he trained both men and women to be in his army. The men were quite surprised to find that, with training, a woman could be the equal to a man in battle. Many women proved to be especially adept with bows, and Iccar’s archer batallions were made up of roughly 60% women.  It was for this reason that when Iccar finally attacked his neighbours, his army was double the size of his opponents’. 

Iccar’s army marched by night and hid by day so as to avoid detection. This method of stealth warfare was so alien to the mindset of the time that Iccar’s army arrived at the town of Tumbar before anyone even knew they were there. Just as Iccar hoped, Tumbar’s soldiers panicked and shut themselves behind the castle walls without even waiting for the peasants to be safely inside. Instead of attacking the peasants, as was normally done, Iccar offered them the chance to join him and Gare’nn’s prosperity.  

All of the Tumbar’s peasants had heard the rumours, but when they saw Iccar’s army standing proud in shining steel armour they knew that the rumous were true. Many of Tumbar’s peasants recognized Iccar’s soldiers, for they were cousins. These were not foreign soldiers led by a foreign king, but the very men and women of Gare’nn, led by one of their own! Finally, the broken people of Tumbar had hope for a better life. 

The peasants agreed and joined Iccar’s army. Iccar had planned for this and had brought some spare weapons and shields for the peasants.  Iccar’s army advanced upon the castle in tight formation with tower shields in front and above. When Tumbar’s archers fired upon the army below they found that barely any of their arrows hit their mark – the tower shields provided far too much cover. 

The archers on the walls had no such cover, and Iccar’s archers fired a veritable storm of arrows into the castle. Many of Tumbar’s soldiers were killed in the first volley. They had not been expecting battle, and many had not even donned their armour yet. Still, the soldiers inside maintained hope – they did not see any rams or other siege engines. They trusted that their solid wooden gates would keep the enemy out – after all, one did not bash down a gate with swords or arrows. 

All hope failed and Tumbar’s soldiers despaired when Iccar blasted the gates open with Shadow Magic. Standing before a well-armed force triple their number, Tumbar’s soldiers immediately threw down their weapons and surrendered. Tumbar’s own captain brought their king out before Iccar to be executed. 

What had typically taken weeks of siege warfare, Iccar had accomplished before noon. 

In the months that followed Iccar conquered three more cities, and each time the peasants welcomed him as a hero. He put the people to work building walls around each city and modernizing their farming to produce a great deal more food. Roads were built between each city and were patrolled by well-armed guards who kept bandits and dangerous creatures at bay. 

Once he had five cities under his control, Iccar formerly declared himself as Thanurel, Lord of Shadows. He had successfully caused the rebirth of the Shadow Kingdom of ancient times. It still had a long way to grow until it matched Iccar’s grand vision, but the groundwork had been set. 

Over the next three years Lord Thanurel’s kingdom grew to encompass another nine cities. The independent city-states were now a minority. To run his kingdom, in each city he placed one if his loyal lieutenants as a subordinate ruler. These rulers did not have absolute authority, nor could they create laws – they merely served to enforce Lord Thanurel’s will. 

Iccar knew not to repeat the mistakes of the former kings of the land. He made laws that granted equality to both men and women. He forbade the local lords from collecting excessive taxes – only enough to keep the local government operating. Worship of the Church of Light was outlawed and punishable by imprisonment in special isolated camps. 

Now it was time for Lord Thanurel to implement the next step in his plan. He had gained enough power to actually forge a nation, but his goals were far, far, grander. Iccar knew that he was not the only one who could wield magic. There were entire nations beyond his borders with powerful sorcerers – Fire, Water, Earth, and the cursed Light. 

Iccar created towers in each of his cities and began training intelligent children and teenagers in the ways of Shadow Magic. It was frustrating work, as Iccar was not particularly patient with children, but eventually enough of them grasped it to become first rank Shadow sorcerers.  Over the next year Iccar personally trained dozens of young potentials. These young boys and girls would, over the next several years, grow to become Lord Thanurel’s elite Militis Umbrae, or Shadow Soldiers. They served as his personal guard and highest lieutenants. 

Communication between distant locations was poor at the time due largely to the lack of roads. It was for this reason that the Light Kingdom did not hear about the rise of Lord Thanurel until four years after the original conquering of Gare’nn.  It was their own actions, 1,000 years previous, that had sealed their fate. Not one living person in the Light Kingdom had any knowledge of the Shadow Kingdom of old. They remained ignorant of the danger Lord Thanurel posed to them, for they did not know of his power.  They had dealt with young warlords before, and they would deal with this one in the same manner.  The Light Kingdom mobilized its forces to retake the land that Iccar had conquered. 

It was during this time Iccar attempted the most dangerous task yet – he attempted to summon Death, one of the greater spirits of life. He succeeded in his task. Death recognized Lord Thanurel, and revealed something that astounded Iccar. Iccar Thanurel was the reincarnation of the last Shadow Lord of old, and it was through a pact with Death that he came to be reborn 1,000 years later.  Death still recognized the pact that he made with the Shadow Lords of old, and agreed to once again ally with Iccar as was done in ancient times. 

Death also warned Iccar that the Light Kingdom was preparing to attack – in fact they would arrive by ship by the end of the summer. This troubled Iccar – he did not know if his kingdom was ready to withstand an attack from another major country. 

To prepare for the attack he informed his citizens that cruel minions of the Church of Light were coming to take away the freedom they had fought so hard to obtain. He set engineers to work on creating great siege engines that the ancient Shadow Kingdom had used – massive affairs that could launch flaming stones tremendous distances. 

With only two months to prepare, Iccar did not have time to build a navy. It mattered little, as the texts he discovered in the ancient obelisk did not have any information about shipbuilding. The ancient Shadow Kingdom had been located in the desert. The ships that the Light Kingdom was attacking with had been constructed by the engineers of the Water Kingdom and were some of the finest vessels in the world. Lord Thanurel could not hope to make a navy to match it, even if he had a year to prepare. 

His plan was to bombard the invading ships from shore with massive trebuchets hidden behind the tree line. He constructed many hidden platforms in great tall trees (for such things were common near the coast) that archers could fire from in safety. Each city started reinforcing their fortifications with siege engines of their own. Darksteel portcullises were installed on the gates to each city and food was stockpiled in fortified buildings. 

Iccar was never a man who underestimated his opponents. 

When the ships finally arrived on the horizon, their captains believed that they would be facing a poorly armed rabble led by a barbarian warlord. They had been told that the cities did not even have walls (for they did not in the past). The well-armed knights of the Light Kingdom had been assured of a relatively quick victory. What they received was a slaughter at the hands of the new Shadow Lord. 

Half of the invading ships lay on the bottom of the ocean in the first half hour of battle. Those that survived that day later wrote that “it seemed as if the sky itself was raining fiery death upon us.” Those ships that made it to shore unloaded quickly to seek shelter among the trees. Iccar’s archers slaughtered many of their number from above in the treetops. Invading soldiers never reached a city. The few that remained surrendered and were placed into camps along with worshippers of the Church of Light. These camps were, of course, where Lord Thanurel’s Militis Umbrae secretly practiced their dark Necromancy under Iccar’s teachings. 

Lord Thanurel wasted no time after the victory and had his soldiers capture the ships that had landed on his shore. While many of them were damaged, his engineers managed to repair the majority of them. Even the ones that were beyond repair were useful, as his engineers studied them to discover the secrets of their construction.  Iccar now had a navy made up of some of the finest ships in the world.  The captains of the enemy ships were executed in front of thousands of assembled citizens who cheered in victory.  Once again Lord Thanurel had become their saviour. 

Iccar saw that this failed invasion was the golden opportunity he had been waiting for. It was shortly afterwards that darkness fell upon the Shadow Kingdom. Heavy cloud cover filled the skies and would not break. Days of darkness turned to weeks. Iccar told the people that the Church of Light had cursed them by shutting them away from the sun. This was a lie, of course – the darkness was created by Iccar so that his undead minions could function throughout the entire day without worrying about bursting into flame. 

The people grew more outraged against the Church of Light and the Light Kingdom. How dare they attack them like this? It did not take much for Iccar to convince the people to attack the Light Kingdom. For months his engineers constructed ships to augment his navy. More troops were trained and outfitted – men and women were all too eager to repay the Light Kingdom for their unprovoked attack. 

Six months after the failed invasion, Iccar launched a counter-invasion of his own. He had constructed his own ships to appear identical to the Light Kingdom ships and even ran the same flag atop the masts. When Lord Thanurel’s army landed upon the Light Kingdom’s shores, the citizens thought they were welcoming home heroes. Instead they faced the angry swords of an invading army. 

The first Light Kingdom city fell swiftly. No army manned the guard posts, for they certainly had not expected an attack. Unarmed citizens were in the streets to welcome home their soldiers. Iccar’s armies swept through the city and slaughtered thousands. Churches that had stood for over a thousand years burned to the ground. The lord of the city was put on trial in the city courts, with Lord Thanurel presiding as the judge, jury, and executioner. 

With the capture of the Light Kingdom’s main port city, Lord Thanurel launched a quick and brutal attack on the rest of the kingdom. The rest of the nation mobilized their army, and Iccar faced open field warfare for the first time. His troops did not disappoint him, though there were heavy losses on both sides. 

Iccar engaged in combat himself against the Sorcerers of Light, and was hard pressed. His Militis Umbrae turned the tide when he drew upon their power to augment his own. Overflowing with the power of a hundred apprentices, Iccar flung his power outwards and animated every corpse on the field of battle as a zombie under his control. Horrified, the Light army fled as their own dead comrades began eating them.  

Iccar’s forces quickly marched across the countryside until he reached the Light capital. His forces laid siege to the city, but instead of firing stones with his siege engines, Iccar launched zombies into the city. Once inside, each of the undead horrors killed several dozen people before it was finally put down. 

Eventually the archbishop of the Church of Light appeared and confronted Iccar. With him was Time, one of the greater spirits of life. Iccar quickly called Death to his side, much to the amazement and dismay of the archbishop. Both armies watched silently as their two champions faced off against each other. 

Both agreed that to use Time and Death against each other in battle was to invite disaster on a global scale. That was precisely why their kingdoms had not done so in ancient times. Death and Time watched the battle from the sidelines. 

Iccar and the archbishop fought a terrible battle. Large portions of the city were ruined as their potent magics crumbled buildings and shattered stone. Both combatants were exhausted. Iccar knew that the time to strike was at hand, else all of his plans would fall to ruin. 

Iccar mentally commanded his Militis Umbrae to strike, for they had been waiting for his signal. They had hidden themselves in realm of shadows – a dangerous void between worlds. They materialized from the shadows around the archbishop and, weakened as he was, he could not resist the combined might of Lord Thanurel and his apprentices. As the archbishop died,  Iccar cursed him as a fool for believing that he would fight fairly.  Fighting fairly did not ensure victory. 

With their champion dead and their city in ruins, the Light Kingdom surrendered. Iccar annexed the kingdom as part of the Shadow Kingdom and instated some of his own Militis Umbrae as the new leaders of the cities. Although he officially abolished the Church of Light, he knew that such a powerful part of these peoples’ lives could not be totally obliterated. He knows that they still meet secretly in catacombs beneath the city, but he considers it a waste of time to try to hunt them all down. Instead, he simply planted spies among their ranks to keep him informed of any revolutions that might be in the works. 

Unknown to anyone, Iccar met with Time and Death after the battle. As the new ruler of the Light Kingdom, Time was bound to be Iccar’s ally alongside Death. Lord Thanurel has only summoned Death and Time on a handful of occasions in the three centuries since that day.  He understands the risks of tampering with such powerful forces, as do the other nations.

Iccar returned home with his troops victorious. Since then Iccar has not launched any major conquests, but has been gathering his power and letting his spies infiltrate deeply into the other kingdoms. His fight with the archbishop could have easily ended in his own death, and he wishes to avoid such a risk in the future. 

As the decades progressed, the citizens of the Shadow Kingdom settled into a comfortable life. The darkness never disappeared and still covers the country to this day, and Iccar has offered the citizens no explanation. After a few decades people forgot that life had ever existed any other way. 

Lord Thanurel has signed non-aggression treaties with the other major nations of the world (which they were all too happy to sign, after witnessing what Iccar had done to the Light Kingdom). About 100 years after the victory over the Light Kingdom, Lord Thanurel had an enormous wall constructed around the entire border of his kingdom. This has led to the citizens of the Shadow Kingdom having very little contact with the outside world, which suits them just fine. The citizens have since become somewhat xenophobic and distrust any outsiders. 

In his 105th year, Iccar met a young woman named Imber-Lan. She was a very talented young Shadow sorceress who had vast potential. He discovered her by pure chance – she knocked on his door seeking shelter one night. He quickly took her as his own apprentice and soon fell quite in love with her. They were married a year later. 

It has been Imber-Lan’s presence that has prevented Iccar from expanding the Shadow Kingdom much further. He has been ready to launch a conquest of the Fire Kingdom for quite some time, but has not done so because it would upset Imber-Lan. Instead, he has devoted his time to further studying the mysteries of Shadow magic and Necromancy. 

As the next century arrived, the common people of Iccar’s kingdom had forgotten the good deeds that he had done while forging the country. Instead many see him as a fearsome man, or even a monster. The educated people still learn about their nation’s history and have a different view of their Lord. The common people have taken quite a liking to Imber-Lan, however, due to her charity work with peasants. 

This brings us to the present day. Things have been relatively unchanged in the Shadow Kingdom for the last 75 years. Life goes on much as it has for the past three and a half centuries. 

