
JOHN AND BETTY STAM 

Betty (Elizabeth) Scott Stam 
Betty Scott was born on February 22, 1906, in Albion, MI, but grew up in China where her parents served 
the Lord as missionaries. She returned to the States and was enrolled in Wilson College in 
Chambersburg, PA, from which she graduated. 

 
At the age of eighteen she wrote: “Lord, I give up all my own plans and purposes, 
all my own desires and hopes and accept Thy will for my life. I give myself, my 
life, my all, utterly to Thee to be Thine forever. Fill me and seal me with Thy Holy 
Spirit. Use me as Thou wilt, send me where Thou wilt, and work out Thy whole 
will in my life at any cost now and forever. To me to live is Christ. Amen.” 
 
To her parents she wrote: “I don’t know what God has in store for me. I really 
am willing to be an old-maid missionary, or an old-maid anything else, all my life, 
if God wants me to. It’s as clear as daylight to me that the only worthwhile life is 
one of unconditional surrender to God’s will, and of living in His way, trusting His 
love and guidance.” 
 

To prepare for service overseas, Betty enrolled at the Moody Bible Institute (a year earlier than John 
Stam). Someone who knew her there said, “Betty was quiet, never profuse, gently direct, and above the 
average in intelligence and culture. She was never hurried or ruffled. Her dress, while suited to the 
occasion, was never the least bit showy. She did not wear jewelry or frills and flowers. Her dark, straight 
hair, parted on one side, was worn in a knot at the back of the neck. I thought this very becoming to her. 
Her choice was evidently the simple life, with high ideals and a definite goal.” 
 
But she was uncertain as to where the Lord wanted her to serve. Knowing about lepers in Africa, she 
found herself struggling with the question, “Would I be willing to go to that needy land to care for these 
sufferers?” She had been thinking all along about China. Should she give up that thought? Finally, as 
Mrs. Howard Taylor puts it, “though it meant death to her loving, aesthetic spirit, she was enabled to 
offer herself even for this, (Africa and working with the lepers) if it were the will of God.” 
 
In a poem titled, “My Testimony”, she expresses it thus: 

“And shall I fear that there is anything that men hold dear 
Thou wouldst deprive me of 
And nothing give in place? That is not so – for I can see Thy face 
And hear Thee now: ‘My child, I died for thee. 
And if the gift of love and life you took from Me, 
Shall I one precious thing withhold – 
One beautiful and bright, one pure and precious thing withhold? 
My child, it cannot be.”’ 

 
Eventually Betty’s call to China became clearer and she knew that it was in that land that she must labor 
for her Master. It was at this point that she went to the prayer meetings where John Stam was a regular 
attendant. Since they were kindred spirits, with a similar exercise for the Lord’s work, it was not strange 
that a friendship began which deepened with passing months. 
 
During her last term at MBI, Betty had applied for candidacy in the China Inland Mission. Since John had 
one more year of schooling, he was somewhat uncertain of his future and did not feel it would be fair to 
her to propose their engagement for a protracted period. So, without any definite understanding 
between them, Betty sailed for China in the Autumn of 1931. The parting for both was difficult. 



John Cornelius Stam 
John Stam was born on January 18, 1907, and grew up in a large Dutch Reformed family in Paterson, NJ. 
His father came to faith in Christ after a woman gave him a Bible written in both English and in Dutch. 
He read it with the purpose of learning English. Instead he learned about his need for salvation and the 
provision Christ had made for him. 
 
When John graduated from the Christian Grammar School, he was not yet saved. He took a two-year 
course in business education, but he was restless and unhappy due to his spiritual condition. He had 

become awakened to his deep need under the preaching of a blind 
evangelist who was conducting special services at the Mission his father 
had started (The Star of Hope Mission). “There, in the familiar 
surroundings, but in an altogether new way, he saw himself as lost and 
helpless apart from Christ. Hell became real to him as never before -- the 
awful end of a Christ-less life. It was in the classroom of the business 
school, seated at his desk, that John was saved on a spring day in 1922.” 
Although he was shy by nature, and found it difficult to be part of his 
father’s “open-air” Gospel preaching, he became stronger in his faith; one 
summer he and a younger brother engaged in outdoor witnessing 
practically every night. 

 
Since, at that time, he was employed in New York City with its huge population, John had ample cause to 
feel a burden for souls who were without Christ. The call to the Lord’s service grew more and more 
urgent. For a brief period he worked full-time at the Mission and then enrolled as a student at the 
Moody Bible Institute in Chicago. 
 
His communion with God and service for the Lord deepened and increased during those busy years. It 
was his habit to rise at five in the morning to spend time with God before facing the responsibilities of 
the day. Every weekend he traveled 200 miles to minister to a small congregation and trudged the 
streets, reaching out to the lost. 
 
He also learned to trust God for his daily needs, financial and otherwise. He wrote to his father: “How, I 
do thank Him for this past year! I would not have had it otherwise, for all the ease of a bank balance. 
How could I ever have learned to trust the Lord, even a little, if everything had gone smoothly? How 
could He have checked me up, had I not been entirely dependent upon Him? Of course, He knows what 
we need! We can have a blessed peace and rest without anything at all to depend on but His promises … 
The Book has become a new book to me, this last year … Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and His 
righteousness; and all these things shall be added unto you.’ That’s a business contract with two parties, 
God and ourselves. How poor would be our stay, if it were only the supplies in sight, or the people who 
usually send the money! It is not our work; it is His. His interest in it exceeds ours a thousandfold. As long 
as we are in His will, He cannot forget us. Could Mother forget her boys? Try as either of you or Mother 
might, you could not forget us … Dear Dad, what a blessed thing it is that God thinks it worthwhile to test 
us! Workmen only spend time and trouble on materials they can make something out of. God will perfect 
that which concerns us, Hallelujah!” 
 
As John continued to pray, the vast land of China seemed to increasingly burden his heart. He wrote to 
his brother: “A million a month pass into Christ-less graves over there [in China].” Back in Chicago, he 
attended a weekly China prayer meeting, preparing to offer himself to work in the toughest areas of that 
great, ancient land. At these prayer meetings he met Betty Scott, the young woman who was to become 
his faithful wife and fellow-martyr. She left for China in 1931; John went the next year. They became 
engaged and were married on October 25, 1933. On September 11, 1934, their daughter, Helen Priscilla, 
was born in a Methodist hospital in Wuhu City. 
 



“Whether by life or by death” 
Less than three months later, on December 6, Communist forces captured the city of Tsingteh. It was 
early morning. Betty was bathing little Helen when the first messenger came, telling them of danger. But 
before they could escape, firing was heard on the streets - the looting of the city had begun. John and 
Betty knelt with their faithful servants and prayed. They were perfectly composed, even when the Reds 
thundered at the door. While John was talking with the leaders, trying to satisfy their demands for 
goods and money, Betty served them with tea and cakes. But the soldiers bound John and carried him to 
the Communist headquarters. Before long they returned for Betty and the baby. The cook and maid 
pleaded to go with them, and were only deterred when the Reds would have shot them down. “It is 
better that you stay here. If anything happens to us look out for the baby” whispered Betty. Through the 
terrible hours that followed, the young missionaries showed no fear. All the testimony of eyewitnesses 
indicates that, spiritually, they were masters of the situation. When John was allowed to return, under 
guard, to their pillaged home, to seek clothing and food for the baby, he was glad to be able to comfort 
the servants who were still there. “Do not be afraid,” he said to the weeping woman who was telling 
him how everything had been taken. “God is on the throne. These little things do not matter -- our 
heavenly Father knows. “ 
 
Later, their captors ordered them to write a letter to the CIM headquarters in Shanghai. 
“To our dear brothers in Shanghai: 
Today at Jingde, my wife, child, and I fell into the hands of the Communists. They demand a ransom of 
twenty thousand dollars for our release. They have already taken all our possessions, but our hearts are 
at peace, and we are thankful to the Lord for the small meal we were given tonight. May God grant you 
wisdom to know how to handle this, and may He grant us courage and peace. Nothing is impossible to 
Him; even at this time, He is our marvelous Friend. Things happened all too quickly this morning. Many 
rumors in the past days have become reality at last. Nevertheless, the Red Army took the city in only two 
or three hours. There was really no time to prepare; it was already too late. May God bless and lead you. 
As for us, whether by life or by death, may God be glorified. 
Yours in the Lord, John Stam 
December 6, 1934. Jingde, Anhui” 
 
The next morning the Communists abandoned the city, leaving many dead behind them and carrying 
away numerous captives. Their next destination was Miaosheo, the little town 12 miles across the 

mountains. Over the familiar road John walked, a prisoner, carrying his 
precious little one, not yet three months old. Betty was on horseback part 
of the way, and they both smiled at the few people who saw them as they 
passed. That little Helen was there at all seems to have been the first 
miracle in her deliverance, for her life was to have been taken even before 
they left Tsingteh. Part of the torture of her parents was that their captors 
discussed in their presence whether or not they should kill the infant out 
of hand, to save trouble. And this would have been done, for when the 
Stams were placed in prison, the sound of nearby gunfire made baby 
Helen cry out. One of the Reds said, “Let’s kill the baby. It is in our way.” 
But one of the prisoners being released to make room for the Stams 
asked, “Why kill her? What harm has she done?” “Are you a Christian?” 

shouted one of the guards. The man said he was not. “Then it’s your life for hers!” was the angry retort. 
“I am willing,” he said. The soldiers hacked him to pieces in front of the Stams. 
 
Reaching Miaosheo, Betty and John were hurried into the postmaster’s shop and left there under guard, 
thankful to be out of sight of all that was taking place. “Where are you going!” asked the postmaster, 
when he recognized the prisoners. “We do not know where they are going,” John answered simply, “but 
we are going to heaven.” The postmaster offered them food to eat. Betty took some -- she had the baby 
to nurse. 



“appointed to death … we are made a spectacle unto the world…” 
Here is the account from Mrs. Taylor’s book: “The Communists eventually took them to a house 
belonging to some wealthy man who had fled. There they were put in an inner courtyard, closely 
guarded by soldiers, and though Betty seems to have been left free to care for the baby, John was tightly 
bound with ropes to a post of the heavy bed. How long must have seemed the hours of that cold, winter 
night, when he was unable to move or even change his position! No one knows what passed between 
John and Betty, or what fears assailed those young hearts (still only 27 and 28 years of age). Silence veils 
the hours sacred to Him alone Who, for love of us, hung long hours in darkness on a cross. Certain it is 
that He Who is never nearer than when we need Him most sustained His children in that hour of trial. 
Betty was not overwhelmed, but was enabled to plan with all a mother’s tenderness for the infant they 
might have to leave behind, alone and orphaned, amid such perils. Could that little life survive? And if it 
did, what then? But had they not given her to God in that so recent dedication service? Would not He 
care for His own? Never was that little one more precious than when they looked their last on her baby 
sweetness, as they were roughly summoned the next morning and led out to die. Yet there was no 
weakening. Those who witnessed the tragedy marveled at the calmness with which both John and Betty 
faced the worst their misguided enemies could do. Painfully bound with ropes, their hands behind them, 
stripped of their outer garments and John barefooted (he had given Betty his socks to wear) they passed 
down the street where he was known to many, while the Reds shouted their ridicule and called the 
people to come and see the execution. Like their Master, they were led up a little hill outside the town. 
There, in a clump of pine trees, the Communists harangued the unwilling onlookers, too terror-stricken 
to utter protest - but no, one man broke the ranks! The doctor of the place and a Christian, he expressed 
the feelings of many when he fell on his knees and pleaded for the life of his friends (this was Mr. Chang 
Hsiu-sheng). Angrily repulsed by the Reds, he still persisted, until he was dragged away as a prisoner, to 
suffer death when it appeared that he too was a follower of Christ. John had turned to the leader of the 
band, asking mercy for this man, when he was sharply ordered to kneel -- and the look of joy on his face, 
afterwards, told of the unseen Presence with them as his spirit was released. Betty was seen to quiver, 
but only for a moment. Bound as she was, she fell on her knees beside him. A quick command, the flash 
of a sword which mercifully she did not see -- and they were reunited. ‘Absent from the body... present 
with the Lord.’ Cabled home, the news brought anguish to many a stricken heart, and prayer went up 
day and night for the helpless little one, alone amid such dangers. From the Stam home in Patterson, 
came the following reply to a telegram of sympathy from the China inland Mission headquarters: 
‘Deeply appreciate your consolation. Sacrifice seems great, but not too great for Him Who gave Himself 
for us. Experiencing God’s grace. Believe wholeheartedly Romans 8:28.’” 
 
And alone, a little baby lay on a bed, not knowing that her parents were now in heaven. At great risk and 
with tremendous effort, a Chinese believer rescued little Helen and eventually she was reunited with her 
grandparents. So incredible was her survival that she was dubbed, “the Miracle Baby.”  
 
In Patterson, New Jersey, one lady said with grief: “Oh, why did they go there!” John’s father replied, 
“Because the love of Christ constrained them. They loved the Lord and the Chinese people -- that’s why 
they went to China. We were glad to see them go, and would gladly have let them go again, because we 
look not at the things which are seen. They were not after money or comfort, but after souls.” 
 

 
 

Recommended reading: The Triumph of John and Betty Stam by Mrs. Howard Taylor 


