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Starring Harriet Walter and Imogen Stubbs, Fallujah is a devastating new piece of documentary theatre about the Iraqi city that was "pacified" to the point of annihilation by coalition forces in 2004. It's a promenade production, which means you're shuffling or standing for 90 minutes.

This is as it should be: you leave feeling that the evening is a necessary act of collective penance - the first of many? - for our part in a war which, even as Tony Blair slinks away from Number 10, continues to define itself as a humanitarian and political catastrophe.

In a foreword, the writer-director Jonathan Holmes rightly acknowledges that "it is impossible to present a fully authentic picture - a theatre cannot be made to look like a besieged city."

To make the abstract point, the Old Truman Brewery on Brick Lane - a cavernous space hired for the occasion by the ICA - has had an art-installation makeover by Lucy + Jorge Orta. Here stands a Red Cross ambulance (M.I.U), there a row of hospital beds (Clinic Variations) or sinister biochemical suits (Casey’s Pawns) for us to wander around and inspect. This approach is a bit too chic for its own good, though, and while I salute the attempts to simulate aerial bombardment, the effect is more like being at a rave than under siege.

But theatre does succinctly convey a sequence of events - so that, for instance, we're briefed about the brutal killing of four military contractors that spurred coalition forces to take the first decisive destructive action. It also gives up-close access to people. That includes Condoleezza Rice spouting utopian visions and a US general describing the Fallujah campaign as the most humane "in the history of warfare" - as well as those at the sharp end of the strategy: soldiers, journalists, civilians.

Pushing her way through the crowd, Harriet Walter makes her presence felt as a world-weary CNN reporter called Sasha who delivers reports that are, as with much else of the action, video-projected round the auditorium. With her cropped hair and slender frame, you'd easily credit that she'd be bold enough to ask awkward questions in a war-zone, but by the end, the mask of composure has cracked to reveal a broken spirit.

By contrast, there's teary-eyed frustration from Imogen Stubbs as Jo, a human rights activist from Bristol with a sideline in circus skills naively intended to cheer traumatised Iraqis. You're about to dismiss her as a bigger clown than Rumsfeld when she delivers a distressing tale of a mission to help a pregnant woman that was sabotaged by trigger-happy marines - and your own eyes well up. Nitin Sawhney's mournful soundscape chimes perfectly with the Middle Eastern mess we're in.

Now that he'll have more time on his hands, perhaps Tony Blair will be able to drop in. Fallujah runs to June 2 2007.

Set beside such a work, the offerings in some of the bigger regional houses can't help looking inconsequential.
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